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Time is the essence
Time is the season
Time ain't no reason
Got no time to slow

Time everlasting
Time to play B-sides
Time ain't on my side
Time I'll never know

Burn out the day

Burn out the night

I'm not the one to tell you what's wrong or what's right
I've seen suns that were freezing and lives that were
through

—Burnin’ For You, Fire of Unknown Origin, Blue Oyster Cult
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Welcome to the Ultraviolet
Grasslands

The Ultraviolet Grasslands (UVG) is a rules-light rpg
pointcrawl module inspired by psychedelic heavy metal,
the Dying Earth genre, and Oregon Trail games. It takes a
group of ‘heroes’ into the depths of a vast and mythic
steppe filled with the detritus of time and space and
fuzzy riffs.

The UVG is for referees, game masters, judges, players,
and fans of role-playing games who want to run a
months’ long science fantasy Marco Polo-style voyage
across a weird, old world.

The UVG is for any gamer who wants to mine it for
inspiration, adventuring locations, odd characters, maps,
items, and random encounters.
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The UVG is also an artbook knitting together my art and
maps and writing. Yes, every nut and fault, from layout
to lamarckian monstrosity, is my own work.

It has been encouraged, and made possible, by the
fantastic support of my fans on patron. Thank you, the
heroes of the stratometaship.

Although the manuscript is now complete, it is not yet
finished—editing, proofreading, and a final layout now
beckon. Still, the responsibility for every typo, every
error, and every missing statistic, is entirely mine.

Now, enter the silver machine.

-Luka, 2018

Black Pot 5-body-alpha.
A Porcelain Prince.
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The Edge of the World

Aworld begins when it emerges from the mists of time. So
it is with the civilizations of the Rainbowlands, which
mark their count from when the Long Ago ended and the
Now began.

The Rainbowlanders are the humans of a later era,
undisputed masters of the fertile lands around the Circle
Sea, dwellers in the Eye of Creation. They come in many
shapes, colors, creeds, and faiths. They pile unkempt
technology and misremembered lore together into a
teetering whole. They rule the settled lands under their
polychrome deities of ill-repute.
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This story is not their story. This story begins at the edge
of their world, at the Left End of the Right Road. At the
westernmost outpost of humanity, the Violet City. Bastion
against the hordes, entrepédt to the exotic sunset lands,
and last port of civilization before the trackless steppe
studded with the detritus of the Long Ago.

The last glimmer of the Rainbow before the skin-
blistering glow of the Ultraviolet Grasslands.
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Why are you together?

You put the cat coffee in the samovar and rub the sleep

sand out of your eyes.

On the other side of the hotrock the dwarf rubs
magitechnical ointment into his golem armor’s joints.
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The demon-talker sits down besides you, noiseless as
always, yet somehow comforting. You pass it a cup.

“Ahh,” she gurgles, “you always make the best brew. It

almost warms my bones.”

That means it’s half an hour to sunrise. Same thing every

day, like clockwork. Perhaps it is clockwork. Everyone
says those Salters aren’t human anymore.
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WHO ARE YOU?
Decapolitan ambassador
Redland district folk hero
Hexad enforcer militant
Safranian merchant adventurer
Emerald city preacher
Redland bourgeoise botanist
Oranjetic travelling entertainer
Greenlander nomad herdsmen
Exiled pirate liberal
Salt dwarf prospector
Yellowlander climate migrant
Undercover rainbow inquisitor
Undergraduate purple wizard
Dilettante noble tourist
Exiled bluelander noble
Secret azure cultist
Violet revolutionary emigré
Oranjist courtesan singer
Metropolitan accountant monk
Volkan diesel dwarf
Woodlander elf-touched trapper
Settled steppe-lander engineer
Wine vampire priest
Purplefolk doghead anarchist
Half-ling lunatic seer
Scrubland barbarian hero
Black gold industrialist

Violet city mendicant healer

Independent freehold archaeologist

Old city tutor

Exotic wastelander summoner
Tumult fisher wizard

Safirian ruins scavenger
Wildfolk demon hunter
Cogflower necromancer lawyer
Pueblo heretic rancher
Dessicated slaver spy

Moon mountain witch
Half-island syndicalist tinker

Union machinehunter general

WHY ARE YOU ON THE ROAD?
Sent by a grim corporation
Dreams of a world ending
Blood memories of a great patrimony
Tracking a missing ledger
Seeking new converts
Rumors of a fabulous autofactory
Found clue to abmortality
Ordered by an ominous disembodied voice
Map to an unclaimed aerolith
Soul of loved one stolen by a horror
Stories of a secret healing vegetable
Portents of a deadly machine demon
Paintings of a gorgeous cyan seaside
Pursued by loving enemies
Crandmother's lost autowagon
Brother was stripped into a ba-zombie
Master boneworker sent an invitation
Delivering a letter of inheritance to a count
Cure for a plague that killed your son
Biomantic bible in a lost library
Repaying debts to the butcher bank
Visions of a world ending in falling fire
Bearing a priceless pearl for a princess
Tracking a vile intruder from the void
Mind entwined with a dying sentience
Nightly dreams of a lost world
Seeking a prosthetic body for mother
Ordered by the clan quest golem
Keeping tabs on a rival explorer
Exploring clues to the great forgetting
Possessed by a demon in childhood
Seeking allies for a revolution
Looking for new lands for lost tribe
Compulsion after meeting a seer
Sheerindustrial greed
Determined to end a crippling disease
Found the testament of a dead god
Pursued by furies and a dark fate
Visions of glory and rebirth

A queer unease after reading a metal book

“We'll all be warm soon,” rumbles Eater-of-the-Dead
from his sleeping sack, “we’re nearly at the Violet City.”

Starting character ideas (d20)

STARTING WITH
One black metal vertebra
Half a white porcelain skull
Green brick with the light and warmth of a candle
Pink bottle with a singing spirit
Three machine beetles with gem eyes
Yellow plasticivory tablet with four truths
Silver book proclaiming revolution
Cabochon ruby with a regal hologram inside
Intaglio red pearl of a lingish trader
Violet bone crystalized in soulfire
Copper star incised with naughty limericks
Four brassy cogs from a soul mill
Dusty positronic rat brain in a crystal case
Small lavender plant that cannot die
Translucent dinner-plate sized force disk
Crey healing lichen culture in ceramicjar
Manual of the vechs, annotated with scribbles
Stainless steel thermos of blood wine
Class tub of vampire-grade sunscreen
Platinum necrogoggles that reveal undead
Small furry brown vome that giggles when petted
Machine horse in dappled shades of rust
Crystal personality box to create ka-zombies
Yellow-orange weightless rock—an aerolith
Blue and white mechanical hand
Quartzite tooth of a space worm
Animate furry chitin kite
Carmine cactus that secretes drops of blood
Cogwheel monocle with small pits
Seven strands of unbreakable silver wire
Citrine soul stone with a third of a hero's soul
Gourd fetish with cowrie teeth
Teal warlock helmet with three white stripes
Yellow cape of pure steel silk
Unaging plastic travel cutlery
Rainbow unicorn horn
Grey cube that weighs five times more than lead
Lime green onion-and-skull cup
Clear crystal heart of a vile

Red staff made of fused ancient pistols
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Travel quests (d12)

This caravan, this motley crew, journeying into a wild,
half-forgotten land, somewhere between the sunset and
the stars, where the veterans of the psychic wars still
dwell, ruminating on their lost lives. What does it seek?

As the referee (or as a group) you can decide (or
randomly determine) an initial quest for the whole crew
to take them into the Deep West.

1. Because it’s there. This is a valid reason, lots of
explorers go off simply to see something new. In this
case, consider replacing XP for gold and combat with
1d6 x 50 XP for every new destination explored.

2. To make money. Another simple reason and valid.
Provide the party with a financier that loans them the
money for their first caravan (and creates a debt),
then consider awarding 1dé x 100 XP for every new
profitable trade route discovered, and for every
profitable trade completed.

3. To explore forgotten ruins for a community college
of mages and technicians. A university wants to build
its reputation with an incredible new collection, and
hires the party to escort an archaeologist, or perhaps
they are the archaeologists. Consider awarding 1dé x
100 XP for every suitable find recovered, and
remember to delay and cut the expedition’s funding
at the most stupid and inopportune moments,
because the university rector needed a new dining
room.

4. Tolearn ancient secrets. A reason that should appeal
to wizards. Give each destination a 20% chance of
having lore and remains that lead to the discovery of
an ancient secret. Once five pieces are recovered, a
wizard can spend a week to research the lore and
figure out the Teleportation of Innocents or perhaps the
secret of Liquid Stone Lamps. Consider awarding 1dé x
200 XP for every such secret learned.

5. A diplomatic mission. A faction in the ‘civilized’
lands wants to foment strife among the barbarians of
the wilderness, to stop them from getting strong
enough to threaten the civilization. Award 1d6 x 1000
XP for every war started.

6. A tribute mission. The party is delivering, or
collecting, a large amount of wealth, or perhaps a
groom, to seal a diplomatic agreement, or pay a debt.
The challenge here is staying unnoticed and making
it as quickly as possible. Award 1dé x 500 XP on
delivery.

10.

11.

12.
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Escort duties. This is the dullest option, in my
opinion. The party are simply along for the ride, and
don’t actually control the caravan. But, if you want to
run set piece battles ... sure, go for it.

Raiding. If the heroes start off as barbarians or semi-
nomads in the wilderness, this is a very valid choice.
Determine the goods their clan requires, perhaps
animals, armor, weapons, or medicine, and have
them go a-hunting. Consider awarding 50 XP for
every sack of the required goods acquired, no matter
how they do it (including trade).

Assassination. A rogue leader of a faction, a scary
wizard, an important researcher, or perhaps just a
beautiful gladiator slave, has escaped into the wilds.
The upstart must be taught a lesson and their head
delivered back to the Divine President. Provide the
group with 1000 starting cash and give each
destination a 20% chance of holding a clue to the
target’s location. Once three clues are discovered,
randomly determine the targets location and award
1d6 x 1000 XP on delivery of the head.

Witness the End of Time. The party is convinced that
the world is ending, and that they must deliver the
holiest of relics, a large and bulky artifact from long
ago, to the Final Destination. Each destination has a
20% chance of holding part of the map to the End of
Time. Once three pieces are recovered, determine the
location of the Final Destination and a key for
unlocking it. Award 1dé x 1000 XP on arrival at the
Final Destination. The End of Time is optional.

Saving the World. The party is convinced that the
world is ending, and they must recover the Holiest of
Relics from the Final Place to avert it. Each
destination has a 20% chance of holding a clue to the
Final Place and a 20% chance of being home to an
Avatar of the End. Once three pieces are recovered,
determine the location of the Final Place and a
challenge for entering it (perhaps Death Frost Doom).
Award 1d6 x 1000 XP on arrival at the Final Place. The
End of Time is still optional.

Ascending into the Sky like the Shamans of old. The
people’s myths tell of the Long Long Ago, when the
ancestors walked in the stars. Following visions from
the True Mother, a group of noble and ruthless
warriors and seers has been chosen to return to the
stars and tell the tale of their oppression and bring
the Ancestors back to the earth. Each destination has
a 20% chance of holding part of the key to the sky.
Once three keys are recovered, a Demon of Lies
appears. Inside the Demon’s head is a crystal
compass that points to the destination of
ascendance. Award 1dé x 1000 XP on arrival at the
space port. Actual void-faring is optional.
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Before the Voyage Begins

Now. What the hell have you gotten yourself into?

Did you let your players convince you that it would be fun
to do a cool campaign where their heroes crossed the
trackless wastes of Eurasia to discover new kingdoms in
Oceania? Did you roll up characters and set off hex-
crawling across a thousand leagues of wilderness because
it looked cool in the Lord of the Rings?

Oh, you’re in for some trouble.

The UV Grasslands are big. Theyre weird, sure, but
foremost they are mind-bogglingly big. Vast and empty.
And it’s that emptiness that kills heroes, because that
emptiness means there’s no wishing well to drink from
and no turnip farm to plunder.

But, hey, we can make this work. The UVG is modelled on
the historical silk road, trans-saharan caravans, medieval
pilgrimages, picaresque fantasy, and stoner doom metal.

Grab the Caravan Sheet (end of the pdf) and look at it. It
has three types of characters: heroes, henchmen, and
transport; two crucial constraints: time and inventory;
and one crucial resource: supplies. Now look at the Big
Map (separate pdf). It is a point-crawl on a vast scale, and
consists of destinations, routes, and points of interest.
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THE MOVING PIECES

The next section goes into more detail on the following
three crucial rule mods for the UVG.

1. Timeis the key to making places feel big.
2. Inventory, because it’s always a pain in the ass.
3. Supplies, because running out of water kills.

4. Misfortune and Encounters, because stuff happens
while you travel.

And then there are some miscellaneous, mostly optional
rule hacks and suggestions.

REFEREES AND HEROES

I'm the author, and I'm a referee just like you (I'm
assuming you are or want to be an rpg referee). As the Ref
you're the bass-player of this role-playing game (probably
some kind of D&D thing). But this ain’t a dungeon, it’s a
steppe. Still, it’s cool. We've got this.

The heroes are the players’ characters. Theyre out for
adventure, loot and revolution. Don’t assume theyre
good. Heroes are not good, they're excessive and over the
top. Over the top is good.

RULES LIGHT

I assume six stats, hit dice, AC,
and all that jazz, but most of
the UVG is descriptive and you
have to add your own specific
stats. An example creature
would be:

Deathmachine (HD 6, fast,
lasers). Born of a mad ghost’s
crucible, this steel and carbon
golem has dragged pieces of
flesh over its metal skeleton,
and used the Ritual Preservation
of Living Tissue to keep it from
rotting away entirely.

If this is too little for you, the
UVG might not suit you.
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1: Time, What is Time

In most variants of D&D rounds, minutes, and turns are
used during the exploration of dungeons or ruins, while
hours and days are used for overland travel and the
exploration of terrain hexes.

In the UVG a week is the basic unit of activity to drive
home how far everything is. Every week:

1. Remove one sack of supplies per human-sized person
from the caravan inventory.

2. Have one hero roll a Charisma check for misfortune.
The misfortune applies to the whole caravan, but
heroes may roll saves individually.

3. Check what encounters happen and resolve them.
Any heroes that did not participate in a fight or flight
can treat the week as a long rest (if you are using 5E
D&D, I recommend the gritty realism rules variant in
the 5sE DMG, p. 267).

5. Check if the caravan has arrived at a destination.
Most destinations are a week apart, but some require
two, or even three, weeks of voyaging in the wastes. If
the caravan has not yet arrived at a safe location,
repeat steps 1 to 5 until it does.

6. When the caravan arrives at a destination, have one
hero roll an Intelligence (or Investigation or other
relevant skill) check for discoveries and note these
down on the map. These are points of interest or
minor locations a few days’ journey from the
destination they spotted on the way. Only a limited
number of discoveries can be made at each
destination.

Instead of of traveling, a caravan may stop for a full week.
When a caravan is stopped in the wilderness, each hero
may take one of the following activities before step 1:

1. Forage for supplies. If the hero succeeds at a DC 10
Survival check they gain one sack of supplies, and an
additional sack for every five points rolled over the
target number. Vary the difficulty depending on how
plentiful the wilderness is.

2. Take care of another hero. That hero recovers one
more attribute, and has advantage on disease and
poison saves.

3. Set an ambush. The hero can prepare a trap to waylay
other travelers, or to gain advantage in a hostile
encounter.

4. The hero can also study ancient artifacts, scrolls, or
items to figure out how they work, learn a new spell,
and so on.

5. Or the hero may hide the camp, to give an advantage
to avoiding encounters.

If the caravan is stopped at a destination, each hero may
also:

©2018 LUKA REJEC WWW.WIZARDTHIEFFIGHTER.COM

1. Explore further, for additional discoveries.
. Buyand sell trade goods.
3. Additionally, every hero may pay expenses for lodging
and food, instead of consuming sacks of supplies, and
in some places even buy additional sacks of supplies.

What about precise distance? Only worry about details
like miles and leagues on the scale of individual
encounters and locations. For the scale of the UVG, time is
a better experiential measure of distance.

THE USE oF DAYS

Heroes traveling across the UVG will also find uses for
days, particularly for taking short rests (a day), roughly
exploring a point of interest (one more day), mucking
around a destination, and most crucially, dying of thirst
when supplies run out (a baroque and brutal subsystem
built in days).

Tally extra days accrued from misfortune, exploration,
short rests, and other miscellaneous events until they
reach a full week. Then repeat steps 1 to 3 (no rest) and
reset the tally.

A caravan is slowed down when the animals are
encumbered, passengers are sick, it is using slow, clumsy,
or heavy vehicles, and so on. At the beginning of every
week tally an extra day for every applicable condition
(thus an encumbered caravan with sick heroes using slow,
heavy wagons would start every week by tallying four
extra days).

A caravan is fast if everybody is mounted, if they have an
exceptional guide, if they are using excellent steeds, or
fast golem vehicles. Every applicable condition negates
one tally per week.

REST AND RECOVERY

The UVG assumes gritty realism and an additional healing
constraint; a long rest restores only one depleted
attribute. So, after a long rest, a hero fully recovers:

1. their hit points and Hit Dice.
one of their ability scores (Str, Dex, Con, etc.).

3. from a miscellaneous harmful effect (like death,
having their soul removed, and so on).

If a hero is being cared for by another character, they
recover more quickly. When you look at the starvation and
survival rules, you will realize this is horrible.
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2: Inventory and Sacks

How to convey how horrible it is to carry lots of gear long
distances without a hover-wagon, yet not strangle the
players with the classic pounds and packs while their
heroes slog across a giant savanna for months at a time?
As with time, we change the scale for the rigors of trans-
continental travel.

Each human can carry one sack unencumbered.
Each human can carry two sacks encumbered.

I'm using sacks as a unit of measurement of the
unwieldiness and weight of things, not literal sacks. They
could be barrels, crates, bales, whatever. How much is a
sack? A sack is:

. all of a hero’s adventuring or professional gear. Magic
skulls of memory for wizards, a year’s supply of
swordmaceaxes for fighters, golf clubs for the thief,
whatever.

« A sack of supplies. Enough food, water, camping gear,
and toilet paper to survive for a week. Bad quality
supplies cost 2 cash per sack, good ones 10 cash per sack
—or more deep in the wastes!

. one rider or unconscious human.

. aunit of trade goods.

. 2500 5E coins of any type.

In the interest of simplicity, a sack is exactly as many
pounds, stones, or inventory slots as a D&D character
with a Strength of 10 can carry in your system. If you want
to allow very strong characters to carry multiple sacks, you
may.

CONVERTING UNITS
1sack = 10 stones = 100 soaps = 2500 cash
Sack: basic inventory unit, defined by a Str 10 human.

Stone: a tenth of a sack, also a generic significant item,
like a sabre or spear or short sword or shovel. About 151b.

Soap: a hundredth of a sack, also a generic small item, like
a signal whistle or signet ring or spike. Or bar of soap.

Encumbrance imposes a disadvantage on every physical
activity. At least. As a referee, feel free to impose
additional penalties when a fighter is carrying a platinum
refrigerator out of a zombastodon lair.

Players will come up weird justifications for how they are
going to rig up rollers, ropes, and pulleys to drag heavy
things long distances. This is good. Encourage them.
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TREASURE IS HEAVY

So the heroes come across a series of beautiful crystal
sculptures with diamond eyes? Why do they hack out just
the eyes? Space.

Any time a treasure or item is described with fancy words,
increase add a sack to its size for every relevant word. Add
sacks for heavy materials, fine workmanship, intricate
mechanics, cyclopean architecture. Just pile it on.

For example, the fabulous gold and marble statue of the
metaphysical insinuation of being by Jeerida the Artistique is
worth 6,000 cash and takes 6 sacks of inventory to
transport safely.

SoHackITUP

A smart (philistine) hero can hack out 1dé + Charisma
modifier percent of a treasure’s value in one turn. This will
reduce the value of the rest of the work by 10x that amount
in percent.

Example: Pointy d’Or rolls 5%, gouges out the gold bits for
300 cash and pockets them. The remaining defaced

sculpture is now worth 50% less: 3,000 cash.

Yeah, looters like Pointy d’Or are assholes.

10
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3: Supplies and Survival

A sack of supplies is an abstraction.

It's the food, water, camping gear, video games, gum,
prophylactics, nylon stockings, and toilet paper a human
needs to survive for a week.

CONSTITUTION SAVE VS. STARVATION

When there are no supplies left, bad things will happen
quickly and lethally. In deserts, without fodder, animals
make saves, too.

No supplies hard save (DC 15)
Quarter rations moderate save (DC 10)
Half rations easy save (DC 5)

Success: physical stats reduced by 6 and hero has
disadvantage on all physical checks. Stats cannot be
reduced below 3. Easier option: reduce stats by 1dé.

Failure: hero is starving, physical stats are reduced by 9,
mental stats by 6, hero has disadvantage on all checks,
movement speed is slowed. If any stat reaches zero, the
hero dies. Easier option: reduce physical stats by 2d6 and
mental stats by 1d6.

Repeat the roll every week spent with reduced supplies.
Heroes have advantage on the roll if they do not travel
(this may merely cancel out the disadvantage already
incurred).

How NoT To STARVE
Running out of supplies is bad. Waiting until things are

very bad can be terrible. Sometimes, the weak must be
sacrificed for the strong.

1. Cannibalise the expedition. This is the fastest way to

get supplies. A human provides one sack of supplies, -~ . / -
an ordinary pack animal provides two sacks of m o K A
supplies. - : {:_ ;3. s ,’P)

2. Forage for supplies before the caravan runs out. If a
hero succeeds at a moderate (DC 10) Survival check,
they gather one sack of supplies, plus an additional
sack for every five points rolled over the target. The
difficulty may vary.

3. Buy more supplies in a settlement. Obviously. Prices
can vary, but between 2 and 10 cash per sack,
depending on quality, is reasonable.

Some inhabitants of the Ultraviolet Grasslands may frown
on outright cannibalism.

11
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4. Misfortune and Encounters

Voyages can be summarized as long periods of boredom
punctuated by moments of terror and loss. [Mis]fortune
and Encounters simulate those moments. They deplete
the resources of the voyagers, threaten their survival, and
provide vital color to the environment.

In the UVG Charisma is crucial in both cases.

The concept of Charisma comes from Ancient Greek,
where it referred to grace and divine fortune bestowed by
capricious deities. This wasn’t some approximation of
“sex appeal” or “leadership potential.” This was straight up
divine favoritism. A hero could be a complete dirtbag, but
her divine mother had dipped her in god ju-ju and given
her teflon skin. Others got the plague, she was untouched.
Others got scarred, she glowed with beauty and grace.

Classical Charisma is utterly unfair, which is why it works
so well in games as a proxy for luck, misfortune and
encounter checks.

If players are new to this concept, let them know in
advance, and adjust their hero’s stats.

MISFORTUNE

Each area of the UVG has its own perils, and every week of
travelling in that area, a different hero with the caravan
should roll a Charisma check to see if the caravan has had
bad luck. If the hero fails their check, the local dé table
lists possible outcomes, though the Referee is free to come
up with their own. Misfortune applies to the whole
caravan, but if additional saving throws are required,
heroes roll saves individually.

Common strokes of bad luck include getting lost, sick, or
poisoned, encountering floods, droughts, storms, or
losing supplies, animals, or equipment.

Encounter Rolls Intensity

di2 (or deé) (Distance and Time)

1(1) It’s on. Everyone is surprised.
2-3 (2) Close. Hard to avoid.

4-6 (3) Near enough. Effort to avoid.
7-9 (4) Distant. Easy to avoid.

10-11 (5) Fresh tracks. Easy to read.

12 (6) Cold tracks. Unclear traces.
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ENCOUNTERS

Each week at least one encounter will happen. The only
questions are: how intense the encounter is, what the
encounter is, and how hostile is it.

Roll three di2s (or dés if you prefer) for the intensity, type,
and hostility of the encounter (see table below).

If the total of the three encounter rolls is 13 (or 7 for dé6s),
an additional encounter occurs (possibly simultaneously).
As many encounters may occur as the dice permit.

Each area has its own list of creatures and encounters. As
the Referee you can use that to choose the type of
encounter to place before the players. For example, one
biomechanical buffalo might be useful as a steed, but a
herd could be very dangerous.

Remember: most encounters should not result in combat,
and not all combat should be to the death!

SACRIFICE TO SKIP

Sometimes encounters just waste time. Seriously,
running into 2dé angry limping zombies ambushing the
heroes might be funny once, but if you’re on your way to
the One Ageless Spire of the Only Onager, those zombies
are a bit dull.

In such cases, allow the heroes to ditch some of their stuff
and narrate how they overcame the encounter. If their
story is funny, feel free to even dish out a reward.

Simple sacrifice method: one sack of supplies per HD of
the enemies. So a pack of 1HD red hounds will be
distracted with a sack of salamis, but it will take a couple
of asses left limping by the trail to stop a pride of pursuing
4HD thundercats.

Encounter Their Reactions

(Who or What They Are) (modified by Charisma)
Something very bad Aggressive (attacks)
Something bad Hostile (may attack)
Potentially dangerous Unfriendly, cautious
Neutral creatures Neutral, indifferent
Potentially useful Polite, friendly

Someone useful Helpful

12
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Miscellany

CARAVAN

The caravan is like a group character for the players, or
perhaps a joint mobile base of operations.

CASH

Coinage is listed as cash. Treat 1 cash as 1 gold piece, silver
piece, or credit, whichever is the base unit in your game.

CoMPANY
This is the name the players choose for their caravan.
DESTINATION

Main nodes of the UVG pointcrawl on the big map. Some
are settlements. They can serve as temporary bases of
operation, and link to additional points of interest.

You can expand your game world north and south from
any point on the big map.

FINANCIER

This would be an NPC that fronts the cash required for a
group of heroes to equip a caravan and buy initial trade
goods.

FIGHTERS (OPTIONAL)

If the caravan has a lot of fighters, you can add all of their
Hit Dice together and treat them as a swarm with a pool
of hit points and a maximum number of attacks equal to
their total number.

For every Hit Die over their number, simply add a +1 to hit
and damage bonus to one of their attacks.

If they have fewer Hit Dice than their number, then you
did something wrong and one of them is dead or knocked
out.

HELPERS

Henchmen and hirelings, note down their primary skill(s)
and their associated bonus (assume their bonus is double
their HD). Helpers with combat abilities count as fighters
in a pinch. Example helper:

Black Joni (HD 2, gunsmith and hunter) was forged in the
fires of the Scorch. Despite her mute visage, she is a kind
soul, who shows her love by bringing dead game to her
employers and crocheting poorly color-coordinated
scarves.
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MouUTHS TO FEED

How many sacks of supplies are needed every week.
MEEPLE

A useful piece for representing the caravan on the map.
POINT OF INTEREST

A pointcrawl sub-node, sometimes a dungeon, accessible
from a destination. Worth XP when explored. Example:

Chromium Dome (+3 days, 100 XP): a sparkling, smooth
dome. It can be opened by the expert application of
Prelapsarian Metonymic Poetry and contains a cache of
ancient music inscribed on malachite rods (1,000 cash, 5
sacks).

The days include traveling to the location, giving it a
tourist-style once-over, and traveling back. Without a key,
actually figuring out how to get in, or extracting
information about its construction, takes more time and
effort. Tally days and don’t forget encounters.

ROUTE

The fastest connection between two destinations, with
time required marked in weeks.

SPEED (OPTIONAL)

The lower the number is the better. Add every slow
attribute (like heavy wagons) and subtract ever fast
attribute (like fast horses).

At the beginning of every week tally positive days.
Negative speeds negate tallies accrued from misfortune or
exploration.

TRANSPORT
Porters, animals, and wagons lumped together.
VISIBILITY (OPTIONAL)

This is an optional mechanic to see if a large group of
bandits or other (potentially) hostile NPCs discover the
caravan and decide to “investigate” it. Count up all the
mounts, vehicles, and humans in the caravan to get a
percentage chance of being spotted in any given week.
The Referee rolls this check in secret (while the players roll
the encounter check).

Example: 7 mules + 2 warhorses + 1 wagon + 2 helpers + 3
heroes = visibility 15.
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What follows is an overview of the main factions, a list
basic equipment and trade goods, a few reasons for going
into the wastelands, and a basic starter caravan.
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Factions of the Ultraviolet
Grasslands

“Why do all of their merchants carry cats?” asked Poncho.
“The cats are the merchants,” replied Demiwarlock.

These are some of the larger factions encountered
throughout the Ultraviolet Grasslands. At your discretion
you may permit heroes to join, or come from, these
factions.

CATLORDS OF THE VIOLET CITY (CATS)

The Purple God(dess), divinity of magic, and most
prominent deity of the Violet City has a fondness for cats.
Indeed, cats are the rulers of the Purple Land, running it
through their doting human servants. Some or all of the
following may be true:

1. Cats are the priests of the Purple God(dess).

2. The high magi of the University of the Citadel are
changeling cat-people.

3. Cats eat traveler babes.
Hidden horned rat masters secretly dominate the
cats.

5. The cats have small, perfectly shaped human hands
instead of paws.

6. There are doghead insurrectionists in the Broken Wall
districts.

7. The cats are lazy and conservative, with no agenda
beyond staying in power.

8. The cats weave powerful charms that bind their
servants to them.

Names: Twinklestar, Brighteyes, Sleekums, Mazzo,
Sparkles, Mr Cuddles, Kittles, Lady Elegant.

HuMmANS (RAINBOWLANDERS)

The common humanity of the Rainbowlands includes all
the close-to-baseline sentient and soulful post-humans as.
This includes the retro-humans, dwarfs, half-elfs, half-
lings, quarter-lings, and half-orcs. Rumors:

1. Dwarves are a culture-class of selectively biomagically
altered humans who fought the traditional aristocrats
of the Red and Orange lands to a draw and now for a
major industrialist class of the Rainbow Lands.
Famously bureaucratic and collectivist.

2. Half-orcs are the degenerate descendants of the
combat-adapted para-humans of Long Ago.

3. Quarter-lings are a motley collection of moderately
rare human phenotypes marked by Lingish traits,
such as exceptional hand-eye coordination and odd
fur patterns.
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4. Half-elves result from the elf-touch, a progressive
neuro-moral degeneration that prolongs lifespans as a
side-effect. Many eventually succumb to the elven
infection and disappear into the Wall of Wood.

5. There was a mysterious sentient subtype in the past
known as the lings.

6. Long ago a subtype known as the machine humans
managed to weld their soul-personalities to machines
built from the dust of the earth.

7. The steppelanders are subhuman.

The great folk are degenerate bone-shapers.

9. The greenlanders are the most industrious and devout
of all humans.

10. The yellowlanders have the best noses for business
and the finest sense of dress.

11. The bluelanders were abominations, exterminated for
their worship of the Rot.

12. The orangelanders are all half-lings.

Names: Bagaglio Misto, Colle deJus, Isamba Allorca,
Deleuse Iaourd, Van Gnee, Blanche de Namur, Soren
deColpa, Ala Decapolitana, Ugo Xorizo, Slaba Scialla,
Imona Citronella, Origen od Grozze, Yuan di Pusca.

PORCELAIN PRINCES (PARA HUMANS)

Steppeland Not-quite-liches who seek immortality by
spreading their vital cognitive essence among several
bodies linked by real-time glandular psyche-to-psyche
links. Customarily, they each polybody entity uses the
same porcelain masks for every one of its drones. Rumors
say:

1. They are not more intelligent than before, but the
addition of new bodies keeps their minds from dying.

2. The continuity of personality is flawless and perfect.

3. The link between bodies has a limited range.

4. Princes do not like to send individual bodies too far by
themselves, in case they go rogue.

5. Rogue bodies have on occasion tried to take over the
original parent sentience.

6. They always travel in groups of three or four to reduce
the risk of personality collapse.

7. They are conservative to a fault.

8. They maintain their oldtech porcelain walkers
religiously, but without the understanding to upgrade
or jury-rig them if they fail.

9. Any change to the status quo is a problem to be
crushed.

10. They are allergic to alcohol and it breaks up their
psychic links.

Names: Vitreous Spark 3-body, Orangeware Spiral 8-body,
Engobes Oxide 5-body, High Fire 3-cycle.
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SPECTRUM SATRAPS (PARA HUMANS)

Para-human cult or clan living far to the west, fond of
bright-colored suits that cover their whole bodies, and
glass helmets. They travel in great prismatic walkers and
are fond of illusions and radiant magics. Rumors:

1. Alltelepaths.

2. There can only be 360 satraps at any one time.

3. They are not human, but colony swarms of vermin like
rats or roaches unified by transplanted minds.

4. Their suits are the actual satraps, there is nothing
inside.

5. Theirlanguage is based on lights and tones.

6. Satraps store backups of their personalities in great
prismatic crystals.

7. They have no souls, the price they pay for becoming
creatures of light.

8. Asatrap can be embedded in a golem.

9. Satraps can be duplicated.

10. The satraps are all dead.

Names: Satrap 13, Satrap 200, Satrap 359.
STEPPE NOMADS, STEPPELANDERS (HUMANS)

1. They grow the best purple haze.

2. They are all thieves and raiders.

3. Their clans are all named after citrus fruits because
they believe in the Lemon World Tree.

4. Actually, they are named for colors, much like the
Rainbowlanders, they just take to more citrusy colors.

5. Actually, their ancestors came from the grasslands
between the Yellow and Green lands during the Latter
Imperial Collapse.

6. They are actually semi-nomadic, settling for extended
periods around fresh springs and in areas of lush
grass.

7. A nomad only becomes an adult after hunting down
and executing a violent mechanism (vome).

8. They are oddly friendly with the Ultras, many of their
shamans visiting them in their dreams.

9. They worship underground grass cults and create
wicker and bone fetishes from their own essences.

10. Farther west the clans grow stranger, and less human,
with more lingish heritage.

11. The clans oscillate between very egalitarian and
horribly stratified depending on the phases of the
Dark Moon and the weeping of the Earth Mother.

12. They expose the weak and the infirm.

Clan Names: Teal, Lime, Tangerine Dreaming, Pinegreen,
Pine Nut, Darling Tree, Fortunate Son, Unbroken
Patrimony, Prodigal Father, Copper, Jale, Citrine, Ever-
Roasting Man, Ashwhite.

Names: Saloc, Pugnat, Colpec, Saltat, Draganogac,
Gromoc, Lisciac, Lemonc, Sorbec, Passegiat, Rundat.
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ULTRAS (AFTER-HUMANS)

Ghosts or body-hopping spirits that rewrite the spiritual
vital essence of their hosts to suit their needs. They are
said to live in the wildest of wild places. Rumors:

They are unborn.

All true religions and trading organisations treat them
as a hostile menace.

8. To call them demons is inaccurate.

9. They have infiltrated many settlements.

10. They were once elves.

11. They cannot die, because they do not live.

12. They can incarnate as trees, rocks, or even machines.

1. They are biomancers par excellence.
2. The apocalypse is their ultimate goal.
3. They have no goals.

4. They were once human.

5. Theyare undead.

6.

7.

Names: Visec Brego, Daleni Vis, Eter Kabe, Kaba Simeone,
Tri Eskatin, Lomo del Pavo, Karne di Sosta.

VIOLENT MECHANISMS (VOMES)

Self-replicating synthetic organism or auto-golems, many
of them hive-minded. They do not seem to have any
overarching organization, but then, most of them seem
incapable of communications. Rumors:

1. They were created by a serpentine capitalist faction in

the Long Long Ago to fight in a series of mutually-

assured wars of extermination.

They are mindless.

They are differently minded, intelligent and hateful.

They are insane.

They assimilate or modify creatures on a whim.

Their source is riddled with baseline bugs and coding

cockroaches, which makes them weaker than they

could be.

7. They travel through time.

They form vome nests.

9. They can be severed from their nest mothers with
electromagnetic rays and fields.

10. They know how to create auto-factories.

11. The original designer of the vomes was named Jane.

12. The first assimilated unit was named John.

oW

®

Names: Jane, John-Five, John Jane, Jane Golem, Doe
Nohn, Zero-John, Ane Machine, Error, Naming Error,
Johnny-Seven.
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UVG Equipment

“We're going to the Black City and we don’t care if it’s
supposed to take eight weeks, we’ll make it in four and
bring enough black-light to set us all up. Now, how many
horses will you loan us?”

Inge and Ingot, the bearded ambiguously dwarfish
merchants glowered and pointed to the large sign that
read, “No Lones to Adventerers, Frybooters or Wagonbonds.”

The Violet Citadel is the last place in the Rainbowlands to
buy supplies and animals for the long crossing. Old hands
advise at least four beasts per traveler, loudmouths
suggest it’s possible with just two.

MONEY (CASH)

Cash is the currency of the UVG. An unskilled laborer
earns one cash per day. Adventurers earn 1 XP per 1 cash
recovered from Long Ago ruins and dungeons. Lower
denominations exist, as do letters of credit for
transporting larger amounts.

RARE AND RESTRICTED

Rare equipment is hard to find, and often overpriced
outside of the settlement where it is produced. Restricted
equipment is controlled by some faction or power group,
and may provoke hostile reactions.

EQUIPMENT: GRASSLAND ESSENTIALS

1. Supplies, Premium Basic: dwarf bread, water,
hempen cloth, and wrapping rags. Disadvantage on
healing and recovery. 2 cash per sack.

2. Supplies, Voyager: tinned meat, travel ale,
disinfectant schnapps, novelty items, rough
newspapers, socks, gum, and prophylactics. 10 cash
per sack.

3. Curative Snake Oil: generic remedies against venom,
bugs, parasites, diseases, rashes, and blisters.
Surprisingly, actually works. Small, 10 cash per dose.

4. Lamp, Iron: a basic travel lamp, hooded against wind,
burns oil, can be used to warm tea, lights stuff up
nearby. 5 cash.

5. Lamp, Solar: a magic lamp of the long ago that eats
sunlight to light things nearby. 100 cash.

6. Lamp, Spectrum Ray: a crystal lamp of Satrap
manufacture that projects a ray of light far away. It is
powered by tears and sunlight. 100 cash.

7. UV Lotion: protects from the UVG radiation and
provides resistance against radiant damage. Small, 5
cash per daily dose.

8. VC Healing Potion: restores 2dé hit points or 1dé
ability points, er, stats. Small, 40 cash per dose.
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EQUIPMENT: TOOLS AND KITS

1. Adventure Kitchen: portable stove, samovar, canteen,
cast iron pots and pans, oils, salts and spices, ladles,
tongs, knives, chopping blocks and more. No more
eating raw game! 100 cash, 1 sack.

2. Ambassador’s Trunk: fine dress, etiquette manuals,
beads, liquors, ink, forgery equipment, sealing wax,
hidden drug compartment. Perfect for making trade
deals or pretending youre a count. Servant not
included, but recommended. 300 cash, 1 sack.

3. Dungeoneer’s Kit: telescoping pole, net, rope, hook,
crowbar, hammer, lamp, oil flasks, block and tackle,
pitons, magnifying glass, flour, chalk, grease, lock
picks, and bag of marbles. Everything you might need
for safely poking around a dungeon. 100 cash, 1 sack.

4. Excavator’s Kit: block and tackle, pulley, cable, ropes,
snap hooks, carabiners, knives, shovel, pick, crowbar,
drill, chain, sledgehammer, rollers. The gear you want
for removing heavy objects easily. 100 cash, 1 sack.

5. Inquisitor Standard Case: pliers, portable rack, small
bellows, selection of scalpels, lunchbox, comfortable
chair, many colored robes, fire-starting equipment,
and more. You know what it’s for. 100 cash, 1 sack.

6. Mechanic’s Chest: a tough steel chest full of picks,
wrenches, nuts, screwdrivers, Allens, duct tape, bolts,
wire, glue, and suggestive literature. 200 cash, 1 sack.

7. The Original Medikit: everything a real doctor could
want, degree included. 300 cash, 1 sack.

8. My First Archaeologist Kit: shovels, picks, sacks,
ropes, buckets, brushes, pith helmets, more mustache
wax, shiny boots, notebooks, and lamps. Everything a
budding tomb raider could want! 100 cash, 1 sack.

9. Naturalist’s Portable Laboratory: jars, flasks, pins,
boxes, nets, scalpels, prods, pens, brushes, paints,
notebooks, easels and the like. Perfect for the budding
amateur biomancer. 100 cash, 1 sack.

10. Navigator’s Suitcase: a case full of compasses, maps,
little telescopes, odd crystals, and baroque clockwork
for the astrologer or direction wizard. 100 cash, 1 sack.

11. Necromancer Gear: saws, knives, scalpels, leather
cords, needles, petri dishes, wires, batteries, starters,
and legal tomes. Perfect for the budding dead-talker.
300 cash, 2 sacks.

12. Prospector’s Kit: amazingly similar to the
archeologist’s kit, save with far more hammers and a
hidden revolver or stiletto, and fewer beauty products.
50 cash, 1 sack.

13. UVG Walker Kit: toiletries, zinc sunscreen, tent,
sturdy walking stick, Greenland army knife,
sombrero, mustache wax, kangaroo bag, schnapps
and wineskins, nifty cord belt, and a sturdy backpack.
20 cash, 1 sack. Yes, a hero with the full wilderness survival
kit and a full backpack of premium basic supplies is
encumbered. No surprise there.

14. Veterinarian Kit: everything a doctor could want!
Works on humans! 100 cash, 1 sack.
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TRANSPORT: MOUNTS AND WAGONS

Smart players will quickly realize that carrying their own
supplies is not a good idea. If they do not realize this, tell
them to get two mules each to be on the safe side.

The vehicles in the transport table are all less cost effective
than buying a lot of animals. It's hard to keep machines
running in the wilderness, and their key value is
transporting big heavy things that a single mule or camel
couldn’t manage, like magical sarcophagi, golden idols,
and glass cannons.

1. Human, Common-ass (HD 1). Carries 1 sack
unencumbered, requires 1 supply per week, pay is 3
cash per week.

2. Porters (HD 2) are tough-ass folks trained in packing
and carrying stuff, preparing supply depots, and
surviving in the wilds. Carries 2 sacks, requires 1
supply per week, pay is 10 cash per week.

3. Disposable Slave (HD 1), for evil caravans. Carries 1
sack, requires 1 supply per week, costs 50 cash.

4. Pony, Mule or Camel (HD 2). Carries 2 sacks, costs 50
cash.

5. Proper Heroic Horse or Charger Camel (HD 3). Can
be ridden in combat. Carries 2 sacks, costs 150 cash.

6. Metal Steed (HD 2). Fast and flash, it roars like
thunder when pushed hard. Carries 2 sacks, costs
1200 cash.

7. Slave Porter (HD 2). Carries 2 sacks, requires 1 supply
per week, costs 200 cash.

8. Skeleton Porter (HD 1). Slow. Carries 1 sack, costs 200
cash. Restricted.

9. Zombie Porter (HD 2). Very slow. Carries 2 sacks,
costs 200 cash. Restricted.

10. Adventuring Handcart (HD 2). A glorified
wheelbarrow. Carries 3 sacks, requires a human, costs
10 cash (human not included).

11. Wicker Autowagon (HD 3). Fast, self-propelled golem
wagon of synthetic ivory, chitin, iron-reed, and
rubber. Carries 3 sacks, costs 2000 cash. Rare.

12. Magnificent Velblod Camel (HD 4). Carries 3 sacks,
costs 300 cash.

13. Burdenbeast (HD 6). A biomantically modified small-
headed rhinobuffalo (HD 6). Carries 4 sacks, costs 600
cash. Rare.

14. Small Wagon, Rickety Coach or Swaying Cart (HD 4).
These vehicles are slow and vulnerable. Carries 6
sacks, requires a draft animal, costs 200 cash (animal
included).

15. Biomechanical Beast (HD 8). A terrifying amalgam of
twitching muscle and cybernetic endoskeleton
sheathed in synthetic skin. Carries 6 sacks, costs 3000
cash. Restricted.

16. Solid Coach or Wagon (HD 8). These vehicles are slow
and heavy. Carries 12 sacks, requires 2 draft animals,
costs 600 cash (animals included).
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17. Vech (HD 12), a slow, enormous biomechanical beast,
it can carry 1d4 passengers in internal gall-like
cavities. This is one of the most stylish biomech travel
systems money can buy. Golem versions also exist.
Carries 12 sacks, requires 1 supply per week, costs
4000 cash. Restricted.

18. Massive Hauling Wagon (HD 16). This wagon is very
slow and running away from anything faster than a
ground sloth will not happen. Carries 24 sacks,
requires 4 animals, costs 1800 cash (animals
included).

19. Autowagon (HD 16): a slow, self-propelled golem
wagon. Armored, tough, and impressive as heck. Also,
it can drive itself completely safely. Just be careful when
crossing marshes or rough terrain. It can carry 2d3
passengers in ridiculous bolted-on cabins. Carries 24
sacks, requires 1 supply per week, costs 5000 cash.
Restricted.

20. Epic Floating Barge or Hover Wagon (HD 4). A
magical thing from Long Ago, it can be pulled by a
single animal or person, however, it is very fragile and
may be disabled by a single well-placed shot. Carries
20 sacks, costs 6000 cash (animal not included).
Restricted.

Dragging stuff: as a rule of thumb, using improvised
stretchers, ropes, rollers or skids, a creature can pull
double its normal sacks.

Carting stuff: adding wheels is great, because the drag is
reduced, letting a creature pull triple its normal allotment
of sacks.

Flying is not a good idea because of the Purple Haze,
which rots human minds. At least, that’s what natives say.

Overloading is possible, but not smart. Check once a week
to see if something goes wrong, like a broken axle or a
lamed animal.

Epic Vehicles and Mounts are possible. If such a mount is
available to purchase, double the cost of the mount and
roll once (1d6):

It was a con. See, the red paint is coming off!

It is stronger than usual (carries 1 more sack)

It is quieter than usual (does not increase visibility).
It is tougher than usual (increase HD).

It is faster than usual (increase speed).

It has an unusual mechanomagical ability.

RGN S
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WEAPONS: RANGED (Bows AND GUN “WANDS")

It wouldn’t be a pseudo-colonial-apocalyptic savanna-
crawl without guns.

Bow, 1d6 damage, far, 25 cash.

Crossbow, 1d8 damage, far, reload 1, 25 cash.

Composite Bow, 1d8 damage, far, 150 cash.

Heavy Crossbow, 1d10 damage, far, reload 1, 50 cash.

Scavenger Bolter, 1di0 damage, far, reload 2, 100

cash.

6. Porcelain Prince Pistol, 2d6 damage, near, reload 10,
200 cash. Restricted.

7. Violent Cat Rifle, 2d10 damage, far, reload 5, 500 cash.

8. Satrap Radiant Gun, 2d12 light damage, far, reload 3,
1000 cash. Restricted.

9. Redland District SMG, 2dé6 damage, near, burst,
reload 20, 500 cash. Rare.

10. Vome Slagger, usually implanted, 3dé damage, far,
frag, reload 2, 1000 cash. Restricted.

11. Ultra Blaster, 3dé radiant damage, near, blinding,
reload 20, 2000 cash. Restricted.

12. Blue God Blaster, 4d8 necrotic damage, close, burst,
reload 3, 2000 cash. Restricted.

13. Inquisition Squirtgun, 1d6, near, intravenous, reload
4, 200 cash. Rare.

14. Voice of Death, 3dio sonic damage, near, reload 2,

2000 cash. Restricted.

O

Note on Range: much like in the Black Hack, the UVG
assumes abstract narrative range: close, near, far, and
distant. On their turn, any hero can move somewhere
near as a move action, somewhere far with two move
actions, and somewhere distant with three (or more)
move actions.

« Adjacent: within precisely 2.5743 metres or 8.44586614
feet.

« Near: about 10 metres or 30 feet away.

« Far: about 40 metres or 120 feet away.

. Distant: further away. Shooting at this range takes
careful aiming, scopes, and so on.

Blinding: if any of the damage dice on a blinding weapon
deals maximum damage, the target is blinded for one
round. Critical hits with a blinding weapon may cause
permanent blindness, Dex save DC 15.

Burst: unload all your charges or ammo to deal area
damage in a 10’ cube, Dex save DC 15 (or 8 + proficiency
bonus + attack bonus) for half damage. Targets under
cover take half damage, none if they make their save.

Frag: charged with epic energies beyond mortal ken.
Enemies killed with a frag weapon explode and deal 1dé
damage to all nearby creatures.
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Intravenous: rounds can be loaded with liquid toxins or
holy water.

Reload X: when a gun is out of ammo, or a wand is out of
charges, it takes an action to reload. X is how many shots
a weapon gets. As a rule of thumb, ammo costs one tenth
the cost of the weapon. Skilled fighters can reload for free.

WEAPONS: SIMPLE MELEE

1. Finesse Weapons, Battle Stick (1 cash), Dagger (1
cash), 1d4 damage.
. 1H Weapons, Axe (5 cash), Club (1 cash), 1d6 damage.
3. Versatile Weapons, Spear (2 cash), Staff (1 cash), 1dé
or 1d8 damage.
4. 2HWeapons, Great Rod (1 cash), 1d8 damage,

WEAPONS: MARTIAL MELEE

1. Finesse Reach Weapon, Whip (2 cash), 1d4 damage.

2. Finesse Light Weapon, Scimitar (15 cash), 1dé
damage.

3. 1H Weapons, Flail (10 cash), Mace (10 cash), Dagger-
axe (10 cash), 1d8 damage

4. Versatile Weapons, Battle Axe (10 cash), Warhammer
(15 cash), Sabre (15 cash), 1d8/1d10 damage.

5. Polearms, Great Spear (5 cash), Halberd (20 cash),
1d1o damage.

6. Mounted 1H Weapons, Lance (10 cash), Cavalry Sabre
(20 cash), 1d12 damage.

7. 2H Weapons, Great Axe (30 cash), Great Sword (50
cash), 2d6 damage.

WEAPONS: RARE MELEE
Stranger things have been found in the wilderness.

1. Gauntlet, Cat Claws (50 cash), 1d4 damage, unarmed
attack.

2. Finesse Reach Weapon, Neural Whip (50 cash), 1d8
damage, stun on critical.

3. Finesse Light Weapon, Sabre Tooth (200 cash), 1d8
damage, necrotic damage, intravenous.

4. 1H Weapons, Ceramic Mace (300 cash), Black City
Blade (300 cash), 1dio damage, ignores damage
resistance.

5. Versatile Weapons, Chain Sword (300 cash), 1d10/2dé
damage, decapitate on critical.

6. Polearms, Crystal Swordspear (200 cash), 1di2
damage, stores up to 2 direct damage radiant or fire
spells.

7. Mounted 1H Weapons, Vomish Centaur Flail (300
cash), 2d8 damage, stun on critical.

8. 2H Weapons, Ghost Bone Axe (400 cash), 2d8
damage, deals full damage to ghosts, ignores undead
immunities.
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ARMORS

Armors that are suited for the hot steppe climate are
bolded.

1. Shield, +2 AC, 5 cash. A popular classic.

2. Nomad Robes (Cheap Light Armor), with padded bits,
AC 11 + Dex, 10 cash.

3. Boiled Leather, hot, AC 11 + Dex, 10 cash.

Ballistic Linen Suit (Good Light Armor), perfect for
the gentleman adventurer, AC 12 + Dex, 100 cash.

5. Spiked Leather, hot, AC 12 + Dex, 50 cash.

6. Synthskin Light Environment Suit, dedicated to the
goddess Hazmaat, hot, AC 11 + Dex, 150 cash. Rare.

7. Cat Armor, a tiny helmet and little silken cuirass. Ever
so cute. Cat-sized, AC 11 + Dex, 200 cash.

8. Skinchanger Suit (Epic Light Armor), a symbiotic
biomechanical suit that grafts with the wearer’s skin.
Can adapt to different environments in a week.
Requires regular feeding. Takes a few hours to fully
remove. Versions without face cover possible. AC 13 +
Dex, 2000 cash.

9. Dryland Weave (Cheap Medium Armor), woven from
the cilli of special dryland coral hybrids, surprisingly
cool, AC 13 + Dex (max 2), 100 cash.

10. Scale Shirt, hot, AC 13 + Dex (max 2), 50 cash.

11. Chitin Cuirass (Good Medium Armor), also called
lobster armor, AC 14 + Dex (max 2), 600 cash.

12. Breastplate, hot, AC 14 + Dex (max 2), 400 cash.

13. Watersuit (Medium Environment Armor), cool-suit
of synthskin over woven bone mesh, with an uncanny
vascular cooling and filtration interlink system,
disadvantage stealth, environmental AC 14 + Dex (max
2), 600 cash.

14. Spectral Combat Suit (Epic Medium Armor),
combines Satrapy steel-glass scales with an
environment maintenance parasite, powered 6,
environmental, disadvantage stealth, AC 15 + Dex
(max 2), 1500 cash. Restricted.

15. Bone Mesh Armor (Cheap Heavy Armor), horrible
product of the bone wizards, but pretty cool,
disadvantage stealth, Str 13, AC 16, 200 cash.

16. Chain Mail, hot, disadvantage stealth, Str 13, AC 16,
100 cash.

17. Porcelain Walker Suit (Good Heavy Armor), the best
in princely technology with integrated intravenous
administration system for healing potions, powered 6,
heavy, AC 17, disadvantage stealth, 600 cash.

18. Splint, hot, disadvantage stealth, Str 15, AC 17, 200
cash.

19. Full Archaic Armor (Epic Heavy Armor), a suit that’s
also a golem, may develop personality, powered 6,
environmental, intravenous, disadvantage stealth, Str
13, AC 18, 4000 cash. Rare.

20. Plate, hot, disadvantage stealth, Str 15, AC 18, 1500
cash.
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Hot: this armor sucks in hot environments. After every
exertion (e.g. a battle) the hero has to make a Con save.
The DC depends on the heat. On a failed save the hero
gains a lovely disadvantage to attacks and physical checks
(including Con saves) and needs to rest.

Powered: a powered armor uses some sort of magical
source of energy, be it solar prayers, thermonuclear
batteries, blood sacrifice or something else. It loses a
charge after every combat or significant exertion in the
armor. An extra power source and protective cradle (or
prayer altar) takes a whole sack.

Environmental: this is armor that magically provides
advantage to saves against horrible environmental effects,
from acid to toxic clouds, often with magical hazmat
runes or post-mechanical breathing implants.

Intravenous: this armor can be setup to inject a potion
directly into the body with a free action.
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Trade & Goods

Trade is a big reason to go into the vast UV Grasslands,
and trade is very simple: buy dear, sell cheap. Erm.

MARKET RESEARCH

Yes. I made an rpg setting where the heroes can perform
market research. I feel like I deserve some stupid prize.

1 day: hero finds out the price of a trade good in an
adjacent destination.

1week: hero finds out the price of a trade good in a chain
of three adjacent linked destinations.

For each destination, make a market check with a relevant
skill and the result determines the price of one trade good
there.

Result Price Factor Note

natural 1 1* They produce it here!

1-5 1* Can’t sell it here.

6-14 1 Eh. Unconvincing.

15-19 1.5 Want it. +100 xp

20-29 2 Need it. +200 xp

30+ 3 Need it desperately!
+300xp

Multiply the price of the trade good by the price factor to
find its value at a given destination. Note down good
locations or producers.

SELLING AND BUYING

When heroes finally arrive at a destination they can
negotiate a deal.

1day: hero finds a merchant and negotiates a deal. Roll on
the negotiation table.

1 week: hero schmoozes, boozes and wines for 1d6 x 100
cash, then has advantage on the negotiation check.

Result Price Factor Note

natural 1 o Goods confiscated!
1-5 0.5 Ripped off!

6-14 1 No profit there.
15-19 1.2 Nice margin.
20-29 1.5 Good trade.

30+ 2 Masterful.
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D30 UVG TRADE GOODS (PRODUCTION PRICES)

10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

0dd Fruits (luminescent vavilov velvets and
cherenkov cherries), prized, rare, delicate, delicious
and fragile. 100 cash. Produced in Porcelain Citadel.
Black Light Lotus, a delicate flower and a pricy drug.
Illegal. 500 cash. Produced in Unknown?

Indigo Ivories, from the teeth of the rare midnight
beasts of the Deep West. 500 cash. Produced in
Unknown?

Rainbow Silks, shifting colors woven from the silky
strands of crystal spiders by the Spectrum Satraps.
500 cash. Produced in Spectrum Palace?

Sanguine Porcelains, the color of blood and now
mined mostly from the deposits of older times,
though many say that in the Black City folk still know
how to make them. 200 cash. Produced in Porcelain
Citadel.

Vampire Wines from the Red Land, rich and ruby red,
revitalizing for they grow from source-rich soils
infused with the flesh of creation. 100 cash. Produced
in Rainbowlands (Red Land).

Livingstone Bricks grown from seed in the Yellow
Land are heavy, but malleable, used by petromancers
to create artworks and delicate furnishings. 200 cash.
Produced in Rainbowlands (Yellow Land).

Dryland Coral Seeds, incredibly vulnerable, and have
to be kept in sealed containers to protect them from
the open air, but they are also very valuable
construction material. 500 cash. Produced in
Unknown?

Beast Egg Masses, used by biomancers to grow and
modify new servitor creatures, kept in cooled vats to
prevent them from spoiling. 500 cash. Produced in
Unknown?

Replacement Bodies, slaves. 100 cash. Produced in
Unknown?

Horses, trail birds, and other animals. 100 cash.
Produced by Nomads in Grass Colossus?

Alchemical Lubricants, popular with golemancers
and biomancers, as well as with mechanomancers and
engineers. 100 cash. Produced in Unknown?

Medical Magics and Machines (ointments, potions,
implants), valuable to any doctor anywhere. 200 cash.
Produced in Unknown?

Saffron, a mind-altering spice from the Yellow Land,
used by wizards to improve their cognition and
bodyguards to boost their reflexes. 300 cash. Produced
in Rainbowlands (Yellow Land).

Soul-stones, highly illegal animantic containers
charged with distilled spirit. 1,000 cash. Produced in
Unknown?

Cat Snip is a powdered fungus derivative, a euphoric
drug and addictive. 200 cash. Produced in Unknown?
Ultra Jay needles and feathers come from the Black
City and are exceptionally expensive. Used more as
status symbols, than anything truly useful. 500 cash.
Produced in Black City?
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18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

23.

24.

25.

26.

27.

28.

29.

30.

Cat Coffee, one of the prized products of the Violet
City. 200 cash. Produced in Rainbowlands (Violet
City).

Whiskers, a mind-expanding substance. 100 cash.
Produced in Rainbowlands (Orange Land).

Felix Whizz, an energy beverage, known to revitalize
and “give wings.” 100 cash. Produced in Rainbowlands
(Violet City).

Purple Haze, a weed grown by the nomads. 100 cash.
Produced in Unknown?

Dog’s Tail, a prized chew root. Produced in
Rainbowlands (Green Lands). 100 cash.

Chitin-cap, sheets and rods and fibres of chitin grown
from the Umber fungoid bio-mantics. Once very
widely used, but are now rare and more prized. 100
cash. Produced in Fallen Umber?

Marrow-beet, edible, protein-rich gory chunks in
calcinous shells. 100 cash. Produced in Behemoth?
Bone-work, moldable or editable chunks of raw bone,
still warm with bone-sculpture. 200 cash. Produced in
Unknown?

Last Steel, the excavated nodules of ever-warm steel
from the Long Ago, prized by smiths and mechanists
who swear themselves blue that it is almost alive. 400
cash. Produced in Unknown?

Vidy Crystals, orbs of ancient provenance laced with
stories and tales that provide joy and entertainment,
but fade rapidly after watching. Makes for great
rewatch value! The Spectrum Satraps harvest them
from ancient runes, most likely. 500 cash. Produced in
Unknown?

Cosmic Scales, in different shapes and colors,
iridescent and rare, there must be mines near the
Dark City. The richest denizens of the Rainbowlands
craft suits and capes with them, twinkling as they go.
600 cash. Produced in Unknown?

Joy Worms, empathic symbiont worm-like creatures
that are sometimes implanted into workers or servitor
beasts, flooding their consciousness with pleasure
and joy even when they are performing odious and
boring tasks. Popular with many masters. 500 cash.
Produced in Unknown?

Karma Dust, purified extract of the demiurges, so
they say, it can cleanse sins and purify souls. Popular
with those about to die, and those about to sin. If
someone were to commit an evil act, this would
absolve them. No damned Detect Evil might touch
them, and no memory of the sin or guilt would remain
in them. For some reason the Inquisition bans karma
dust with a vengeance. 1,000 cash. Very illegal.
Produced in Unknown?

Milk Runs

What if the heroes figure out a milk run, where they can
just travel the same journey over and over for profit? Well,
let them - but this is boring.
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Abstract this into a route a henchperson can handle, and
roll for cash and complications every year. As a rule of
thumb:

Safe, 5% return per year, no risk of losing the investment

Profitable, 10% return per year, DC 4 Charisma check each
year or a complication happens (1 always fails)

Aggressive, 20% return per year, DC 10 Charisma check or
a complication occurs (1 always fails).

D20 CARAVAN COMPLICATIONS

1. Extra-dimensional incursion swallows the caravan.
Everything is gone.

2. Monsters attack the caravan, there are no survivors
but the goods have been dragged to a lair.

3. Ghosts have possessed the caravan and tried to use it
as an infection vector to take over a settlement.

4. Monsters attack caravan, there is a sole survivor with
tales of horror and woe. Half the goods are eaten or
destroyed.

5. Savage flash flood has washed away half the caravan.

6. Bandits attacked the caravan and took most of the
animals and the goods.

7. Slavers attacked the caravan and took everybody to a
nearby market.

8. Hostile nomads have blocked the route and taken the
goods, but the caravan has returned.

9. Caravan has upset a local faction, goods have been
seized and caravan returned.

10. Local faction has locked up whole caravan for an
infraction of obscure local customs.

11. Large and unexpected local taxes have cost 30% of the
investment.

12. Reavers attacked the caravan, killing half of the
defenders and taking 20% of the investment.

13. Autonom warriors killed 1dé6 of the caravan drivers
for unknown reasons.

14. Caravan went to explore an unusual site of interest,
half the drivers went mad and 30% of the goods were
lost. But the site could be looted.

15. A plague has killed 60% of the caravan beasts.

16. Weather and hostile tribes caught the caravan in the
wastes. The drivers hid the goods and escaped with
half of the beasts.

17. Freak snowstorm killed half of the caravan, the goods
and corpses were hidden in a cave.

18. A rival mercer guild bribed the drivers over to their
side with all the goods.

19. The drivers decided to strike out as independent
operators, dumping the initial investment at a safe
town for the owners, and making off with the beasts
and the profits.

20. The drivers were converted by a millenarian cult, they
gave away all the goods to the poor and joined a
fraternal organization.
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d12 Trade Obstacles

Bureaucrats, inspectors, customs officials, monopolists,
and other governmental ne-er-do-wells try to extract a cut
(say a tenth of the cargo or gold) at every settlement on
the voyage. Make them amusing with this little d12 table.

1. Tollmistress Netejette maintains the entrance to a
spirit-fetish protected road. The road is actually safe
(advantage on encounter checks). Avoiding the road
is dangerous because all the ne’er-do-wells had to go
somewhere.

2. Belizawrio the Bureaucrat who manages this caravan
stop keeps very meticulous books about everything,
from latrine use to camel ankle ointments. Belizawrio
will gladly waste 1d4 weeks of a caravan’s time,
though a voluntary contribution to the Belle Epoque
Guesthouse might change his mind.

3. Two inspector golems slaved to a local Overseer
ensconced in a Crystal Ka-Ba Maintenance Body
make a very particular inspection, finding illegal
drugs or munitions on every caravan they inspect.
Complaining about fines to a 12-foot obsidian golem
is hard, however.

4. Colico the Customs Cat maintains the traditions of a
ceremonial bridge crossing that requires
participation in an obscure play to placate a vome-
troll nest. Is there actually a vome-troll nest below the
gilded era bridge? Do you even want to check?

5. The Free Bank and Security Association of the Lime
and Teal Fields maintains a complete monopoly on
security services in the region, requiring 1d4 of their
green-helmeted security officers to accompany every
caravan. The green-helmets do not fight and provide
no additional security.

6. The Dukes of Dust invite every caravnmaster to their
High Residence for a fine dining experience, where
they are treated to regard the two Silver Helmet Era
heat-cannons the dukes use to protect the local pass
where the caravans travel. Of course the heat-
cannons will not hit the caravan by accident.

7. The Tangerine Dreaming clan of half-nomads claims
all the grazing lands of this part of the steppe as their
property. They don’t mind caravans crossing their
lands, but they do require a contribution of one tenth
of their animals or 10 cash per animal for food
consumed.

8. The local Guild of Concerned Citizens represents the
interests of local craftsmen, merchants, and
househusbands, and work hard to ensure that no
imported goods might threaten their control of the
means of production and reproduction. To that end
they require a small fee and a detailed inspection at
the local House of All Flesh.

9. The Many-headed Collective of Biomancers
Extraordinaire that runs this settlement under a
private-public partnership with the elders of the

10.

11.

12.
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Clans of Settlement and Roadbuilding require a
pound of flesh from every creature entering the
settlement to ensure no vomish or ultra infiltration
might occur. Alternatively, a less invasive procedure
can be performed that unfortunately costs 50 cash per
person and requires 1d4 + n days for the processing of
results (where n is the total number of procedures to
be performed). Alternatively, the Quarantine Camp
may be hired at 50 cash per day (houses 20).

The Guardians of the local Porcelain-associated
Leadership Council accuse the party of running over a
dog, who was a member of the polybody of porcelain
prince 9-Glazed Chrome. The fine is a fresh body or a
tenth of the cargo.

The Inspectors of Spiritual (Ka) Propriety discover a
radiation ghost infestation in the cargo and want to
destroy all of it. Reasonable negotiations (or bribes)
could result in a thorough inspection costing 100 cash
and requires the destruction of just the radiation
ghost’s spirit nexus (i.e. 10% of the cargo).

A plastic faced Automat Taxman following a
convoluted ritual dating to the Long Ago Federated
Democratic Empire of Joyful Libertarian EqualityTM
discovers an irregularity. The Automat Taxman will
require 1d4 days to figure out that the party must pay
taxes and fines totalling 2d6 x 10% of their total cargo.
Getting out fast would upset the taxman, but void the
procedure.

23



THE ULTRAVIOLET GRASSLAND & THE BLACK CITY

Starter Caravans

These are example caravans, if you want to skip the
planning and optimization. Animals and equipment are
per person.

Scourt

Cost: 306 cash

Speed: fast

Visibility: 3 (includes the human)
Transport: two horses

Capacity: 4 sacks

Inventory: 3 sacks of cheap rations, 1 rider.

Two horses to swap between, and you can make very good
speed. Sacrificing capacity for speed.

POOR PROSPECTOR

Cost: 106 cash

Speed: normal

Visibility: 3

Transport: two mules

Capacity: 4 sacks

Inventory: 3 sacks of cheap rations, 1 sack of kit (purchase
separately).

This is the bare minimum. A hero with two mules can
safely travel a one week distance, spend a week
prospecting (or something), and return. If the hero also
forages, they can extend that duration.

PLUNDERING PARTY

Cost: 364 cash

Speed: normal

Visibility: 6

Transport: four mules, one war horse

Capacity: 10 sacks

Inventory: 7 sacks of cheap rations, 2 sacks of kit
(purchase separately), 1 rider.

A hero equipped this way can safely travel throughout
most of the Ultraviolet Grasslands, with enough animals
and supplies to survive even the longest wilderness trails.
Plus, the war horse is great for running away if the other
voyagers are on foot.
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SMALL TRADER

Cost: 758 cash

Speed: normal

Visibility: 6

Transport: five mules

Capacity: 10 sacks

Inventory: 4 sacks of cheap rations, 5 sacks of trade goods,
1 sack of kit (purchase separately).

Trade Value: 500 cash

A small trader is probably headed to a destination not
more than two weeks away. It’s a risky proposition, going
without any guards, but the potential for profit is large.

DUNGEON EXPLORATION EXPEDITION

Cost: 1250 cash

Speed: slow

Visibility: 8

Transport: five mules, one wagon (req. 2 mules), one horse
Capacity: 20 sacks

Inventory: 15 sacks of good rations, 1 sack of trade goods, 3
sacks of kit (purchase separately), 1 rider

Trade Value: 100 cash

This is a caravan that could drag large statues, pieces of
machinery, or a small mountain in coin out of a dungeon.
Additional warriors recommended.

WAR BAND

Cost: 1850 cash

Speed: fast

Visibility: 15

Transport: ten horses

Capacity: 20 sacks

Inventory: 10 sacks of good rations, 5 sacks of kit
(purchase separately), 1 sack of arrows (10 quivers), 1 sack
of bolter ammo (10 magazines), 5 riders

Trade Value: o cash

This is a fast party of warriors that can strike deep into the

steppe and escape quickly. All that ammo should keep
enemies at a distance.
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1. Violet City: a last eerie house

This is the end of the Right Road. Humanity’s dominions
wind down in the purple haze that wreathes the sunrises
of this western reach. No roads, but caravans brave the
Ultraviolet Grassland into the eternal sunset of the Black
City. Porcelain Princes and Spectrum Satraps oversee
great herds of biomechanical burdenbeasts that bring the
odd fruits, the black light lotus, the indigo ivories, the
rainbow silks, and the sanguine porcelains so popular
among the meritocrats of the Rainbow Lands. Many
voyagers are taken by the vomes, but nobody likes to talk
of those lost to the ultras.

Weather: The sun rises through a violet haze, slowly,
reluctant to give up the shimmering phantoms of
predawn to the dusty day.

Misfortune: It's been a long, hard, stupid journey and
everyone should get into the mood with a friendly
Charisma check to see how unlucky they are (DC 8+1d6).
Unlucky voyagers who fail roll dé:

1. Gotthe runny blues, a depressive digestive disorder.
2. Picked up tendril tapeworms.

3. Gotan infected sore on the muddy road.

4. Pick-pocket attack, lost something precious.

5. Fellin love with a swamp wisp.

6. Nice shoes ruined in a deceptive bog.

DIRECTIONS

Local, Townships of the Violet City (safe city):
administered by the Catlords of the Violet Citadel for the
good of the no-good travelers visiting their palace of
knowledge, learning and sanctimony.

West, the Low Road and the High (trail, 1 week): both
roads are rutted jokes. Both lead to Porcelain Citadel, the
neutral hole at the edge of Viomech 5 territory.

West, Steppe of the Lime Nomads (steppe, 2 weeks):
flocks of cat-eared sheep and the odd transplanted limey
nomad clan makes this area of the UV Grassland relatively
civil. There are no trails and the journey is slow.

East, The Right Road (road, 2 weeks): back to the
Rainbowlands. A place for heroes to retire, beyond the
bounds of the UV Grassland. (END)
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Townships of the Violet City,
halls of the graceful cats

“Soyez tranquil,” murmurs the dead-eyed lady in P.T.s
mind. Horned cats creep from hazy alleys and examine
their baggage. The citadel looms, eerie and obnoxious,
beyond the haze layer. A black cat nods, the lady steps
aside. The townships beckon and the party strides into the
stall-strewn streets.

Expenses: 5 cash per week for tramps, 50 cash per week to
earn a modicum of respect.

ENCOUNTERS IN THE STREETS (D6)

1. Green-blood shock-peddler Mencia pays for tales and
pictures of the “Wonders of the West” (double for
well-written, illustrated accounts).

2. Woger de R.E.D., a reputable moustachioed free-
merchant, is sending a free caravan of vampire wines
and livingstone bricks to the Last Serai to trade
directly with the Spectrum Satraps. He’s hiring
caravan guards (40 cash per guard on safe arrival).

3. Natega the Kind sells original ointments, shoddy
shoes and downright dangerous gear at reasonable
prices, but her Red Cat meows Charm Person at
travelers (her supplies may give a disadvantage on
checks, but she won’t admit it).

4. A scared urchin runs into the street, shouting “a cat
tried to worm into my mouth!” She will integrate into
society and become a cat pet soon. Her name is Uda,
for now.

5. A sunburned man with pink hair staggers out of an
inn, cruelly stabbed, sprays crimson bubbles and
groans “a behemoth’s pearl for dear Cubina.” He
clutches a map to Behemoth’s Shell far to the west
(advantage on encounter checks). If healed, his name
is Vorgo and makes a shifty, cowardly, but loyally
incompetent henchman. Who stabbed him? It was
dark, he was drunk.

6. In Charming Square carriages cram into a meowing
mob as confiscated traveler dogs are thrown into pit
fights against trained sewer rats. Bookies take bets of
up to 10 cash per bout (check Charisma to win).
Saving a lucky dog costs 1d6 x 50 cash. Cheering the
dogs draws glares from cat people.

Carousing: fun for all ages.
Drugs: for heroes to give up more effectively.
Eateries: the last fine dining before the steppe.

Supplies: and other nonsense.
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CATS, CATS, CATS

Cats are the priests of the Purple God(dess). The high
magi of the University of the Citadel are changeling cat-
people. They eat traveler babes. There are hidden horned
rat masters who secretly dominate the cats. The cats have
little, manipulative human hands. All this may be lies
spread by doghead insurrectionists.

Horned Cats silently monitor the townships around the
Violet Citadel and all the townsfolk treat them with great
kindness and respect.

AC 13, HP 2 (1d4), +1 claws 1,

Powers: Feline Telepathy, Ventriloquism,

Spells: Enthrall Human.

Black Cats are the silver-tongued mistresses of the
townships, with serpents in their tails.

AC 13, HP 2 (1d4), +5 serpent bite 1, narcotic DC 10.

Spells and abilities as horned cat.

Bad Cats are half-glass, walk through corners and curse
with a purr. So they say.
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Carousing viole[n]tly

“Voi, péle-couleur, pren an-tour!” shouts the tout in pasty
Purple patois. Others chime in, mottled capes flutter,
papiér panels advertise “the last partie before lanotte.” Lips
smack. The plebe churls crowd in to sell good time,
forgetting or just a steppe-style rat sausage surprise.

How TO CAROUSE

Carousing was first invented by Jeff Rients (http://
jrients.blogspot.com/) and lets the DM easily and simply
separate heroes from their treasure. The system I use is
similar to JefPs:

(1) Hero blows 1d6 x 100 cash on a week of hard partying
and gains that amount of xp.

(2) Rolling more cash/xp than the hero has available
means a nasty debt to a local cad.

(3) In any case, the hero makes a Charisma save. On a fail,
they roll on the Fun Fun Table.

Bonus: a critical success on the Charisma save lets the
hero carouse harder and party away another 1d8 x 100
cash. A critical fail means an extra roll on the table.

D12 VIOLET CITY CAROUSING MISHAPS

1. kicked out of town as a dirty dog. No XP and a
reputation. Also, case of canine cooties or lycanthropy.

2. the odd fruits were odder than usual this time. Roll dé:
an extra (1) ear, (2) nose, (3) winkle, (4) pearl, (5)
tentacle, (6) cat grows.

3. now addicted to cat snip. You're welcome. A weekly
supply costs 50 cash. No cat snip = halved Charisma.
Cure takes 1d6 weeks and 100 cash per week.

4. that cheap black light lotus? You now phosphoresce in
ultraviolet light. UV creatures hit with advantage.

5. ingested a magic cat spirit and became a cat pet. Your
hero becomes a henchman/familiar of your new
character: a horned cat named Twinklestar.

6. gotinto a staring match with an eyebiter. Lost an eye.

7. found the anthropic fighting pits. Lost half hit points.
Succeed in a Str save to win 1d4 x 100 cash.

8. acquired bananas. A whole cart of bananas and a
surprisingly intelligent ape named Ananas.

9. mind blown. Permanently gain 1 Wis and (roll dé) a
case of (1) the shakes, (2) demonic possession, (3) split
personality, (4) fine wine, (5) corruption, (6) brain
worm.

10. the bloody flux. Hero now requires double supplies,
especially toilet paper. Con save to recover at the end
of every week.
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11. dreams of porcelain-faced shadows, a fear of the dark,
a missing tooth and a straw doll of yourself. Int save
to avoid a paralyzing fear during the next battle

12. wake with a bag of strangled cats drained of blood, a
hundred ominous pieces of silver (100 cash) and a
sense of foreboding. Hours later (roll d6) an (1) inn, (2)
cat house, (3) opera shack, (4) general store, (5)
political café, (6) mansion collapses in a whisper of
necrotic decay.

Cad: Herrie Tree, necroambulist and procurer of fine
work-corpses for the CAT construction company. Loan
shark to the corpse-to-be. Fancy a body-snatching gig?

Twinklestar is an ambitious sixteen year old cat seeking
the Rat Rod of Immor[t]ality. Roll stats with an extra dé for
Dex and Int and a dé6 less for Str and Con. Advance as
wizard.

AC 13 (base), HD 1d4, +2 claws 1, keen smell.

Powers: Feline Telepathy, Ventriloquism, Purr of Power.

Spells: Enthrall Human, Hold Portal.

Weaknesses: dogs, balls of yarn, thunder
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Drugsin a purple haze

P.T. stumbled into a small shrine garden and vomited
copiously over the frog altar. Luminous animalcules burst
into song and dance. He stared. Satisfied spirits or
halluci- nation, he could not tell.

D8 FUN-TIME VIOLET CITY DRUGS

1. Black light lotus glows in the dark and cats love it.
Eaten, it cures mental afflictions for a week . Smoked,
it brings deep sleep and restores 1dé hit or ability
points. Smeared on the skin, it exudes fragrant mind-
altering pheromones, boosting Cha by 1d4 for a days.
Single dose (50 cash).

2. Cat snip is a powdered puff mushroom. It brings
euphoria and 2 bonus actions. Single dose (50 cash).
Addictive (DC 2d6). Run out: halved Charisma.

3. Ultrajay are the crystal needles of a fabulous UV bird.
Inserted, they give advantage on social skills and
reduce Dexterity by d4 for a week. Single dose (250
cash).

4. Cat coffee is a narcotic made from black cat
droppings. A pot induces sleep and restores 1d4
mental ability points. Single dose (20 cash).

5. Whiskers expand the mind and give advantage to
perception and intuition, a weak levitation effect and
disadvantage to physical activity. One dose (100 cash).
Addictive (DC 2d6). Run out: halved Dexterity.

6. Felix whizz is a popular energy drink the catipedes
peddle. A cup grants 1d4 temporary hp and
disadvantage on social checks. Single dose (10 cash).
Weakly addictive (DC 1d6). Run out: pissy, disadvantage
on Cha and Int checks.

7. Purple haze is the toke of choice for manly men. The
aromatized “essensa de wmors” numbs pain and
emotions. A long spliff gives advantage on saves
against pain, grief, fear and
hurt, and disadvantage to
Dexterity and Wisdom checks.

Two doses (40 cash).

Weakly addictive (DC 1d6). Run
out: cotton mouth, lose 1dé Int
and Wis.

8. Dog’s tail is a chew root that is
used to boost concentration,
giving advantage on cognitive
tasks. Single dose (75 cash). ,_,-/N§
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TRIPPING

Drugs are an experience. Heroes gain (1d6 + Wis mod) x
10 XP when they try a new one.

Tracking durations is annoying. Assume effects last a few
hours, so while crawling let Heroes save after every
encounter to see if the effect wears off.

BUT DRUGS ARE BAD, M'KAY

Every time a hero takes an addictive drug they roll a
Constitution save (DC 3 + 1d10). If they fail, theyre
hooked. The player takes a pen and writes the addiction
and a drug supply tracker on the hero’s character sheet.

From then on, the hero rolls a drug supply die once a week
to stay functional.

Additionally, the hero rolls a drug supply die every time
they want (need) a hit.

If the hero runs out, the hero suffers until they get a nice
strong hit.

Curing addiction takes a long time. Role-play the struggle
or use Cure Disease. There are no rules beyond that. It’s
hard, figure it out.

Though cured, the hero has sipped at the teat of
transcendence and a fresh taste of the Milk of M’le Maiku
(or whatever it was they were hooked on) restarts the
addiction.

Long-term effects tend to be harsh and lethal, but so are
monsters. Ignore the long-term. Heroes die.
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The last gastrognome:
the eating experience

D.W. and Poncho sat on the bench-gargoyle munching
their sandwiches. The lithic ornamental sighed and
hoovered crumbs. It was going to be another one of those
days.

A SOCIAL EXPERIENCE

Like with drugs, fine (or odd) dining is also an experience
for heroes. However, it's usually less hazardous, if more
time-consuming. It takes a week for a hero to become a
regular. The cost is in addition to living expenses.
Sometimes there is an additional requirement.

D6 TOWNSHIP DINERS

1. Pér Slaji: the grimmest dining experience in the
township. Poison saves (DC 1d8) are de rigeur,
advantage finding cads, cutpads and pursenapes.
Regular: 1 cash per week, poisoned by Pér, 50 XP.

2. Shéh Shah: premium water-pipe and cat café, hub of a
feline franchise stretching from the RLD to the
Porcelain Citadel. Cool cats get good drugs here,
dopey dogs not welcome. Regular: 10 cash. Get a gig
with the purple hazer body snatchers, 50 XP.

3. Le Pesquemanceur: Seka the summoner is the
sharpest shark slicer south of Azure. Won’t find a
better source of black market fishing scrolls and
amulets. Regular: 20 cash, Learn Attract Fish, Early
Worm, Net Trick or Seka’s Spear of Slicing, 100 XP.

4. Le ultim Gastrogndéme: the peak of piquant cuisine,
catering to black cats and their cat pets, foreign
emissaries, princes and satraps of the caravan
kingdoms. Getting in is hard, but prestigious
(advantage interacting with the local nobs and snobs).
Regular: 200 cash, anointed by the gastro-gnome, 100
XP.

5. Al flogon: drinking dive of the abnegators of the
Rainbow Pantheon. Only visitors with less than 10
Charisma can enter without a Blasphemy save
(Wisdom save DC 8+1d6). Intelligent visitors can learn
about the biomechanicum here. Regular: 5 cash,
biomechanicum, 200 XP.

6. Nul sanctimons: a holy water and cat whizz bar,
where the rafiné meet, take cat coffee and comment on
the empresses’ wonderful new clothes. “Sé trés il-
decadént, néy?” says the low-cut eunuch. It's not. The
food nourishes the soul, but not the body. Regulars
regain half hp and a bonus spell slot. Regular: 100
cash, fashionable but ineffective new habit, 100 XP.
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LAST CHAIR SALON

Last place to stock up on yellow beer, felix whizz and cat
coffee before the low road and the high split on their two
ways to the Porcelain Citadel. Only double price for
everything, great deal!

Owner: Marsa Vinoble, hates blues.

Nemesis: the local pastorales hate the tough business-
heroine selling Violet drugs to their children as is her free
market right.

Secret: a vome nest-mother is chained in the cellar,
hooked up to a fermentation golem.

Regular: 100 cash and a Felix Whizz addiction, 80 XP.

Blasphemers automatically fail their next 3 Charisma
saves. A silly and expensive penance removes the divine
sanction.

PRV —
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29



THE ULTRAVIOLET GRASSLAND & THE BLACK CITY

Hiring Help in the Violet City

D.W. rolled her eyes. Another useless lout. At least they
would be done soon. If P.T. didn’t accidentally stab
another would-be guard while ‘testing’ their mettle.

D12 POTENTIAL HENCHMEN

Henchmen can become new heroes when existing heroes
bite the dust. Let players roll the henchmen’s ability scores
as required.

1. Migo the Dark, horned cat, and his pet Jor leu-Gro
(tough but slow). Curious, interested in new sights, a
bit cowardly, Minor Illusion. 100 cash per week.

2. Lea the Fluffy, bad cat on hard times. Needs a pet.
Friendly but very lazy, prone to misrepresenting the
truth. Purr curse: terribly itchy armpits, Wis save DC 15.
60 cash.

3. Sim Cadmium, a lesser doghead with a raspy,
mysterious voice, hood and a doleful past. Good
tracker. 70 cash.

4. Merenk-Zero Running, an escaped poly-body drone
rediscovering her identity, the neuroparticipation
chip scars still visible under her ash-white hair. She is
very flexible and can learn new skills at shocking
speed (20% XP bonus). 40 cash.

10.

11.

12.
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Obritish Krat, a diesel-chugging dwarf, with burned
beard and haunted eyes, talking of wire-gholas in a
salt mine far to the east. Good with machines. 50 cash.
Malikraut Koza, a very short Orange-lander with a
penchant for poetry, puffery, pomp and a bit of the old
ultraviolence. Advantage on damage rolls when sneak
attacking. 35 cash.

Glim, a silent, dark stranger in robes of odd
refinement. Some whisper of a murderous barbaric
past, others of inquisitor training. Iron minded
(advantage on mental saves). 25 cash.

Od Broyden, scion of a Lesser Vintner house, out to
scout new markets and make a name. Can haggle like
nobodies business (1d6-2 x 10% discount on
transactions). 99 cash.

Vigo Brastec, a hunter of rogue post-mortem laborers
and currently wanted for certain undisclosed affairs
back east. Bonus in combat with the dead. 20 cash.
Laud ah-Num, a dilettante from the Emerald City out
to find the finest Blacklight Lotus. May be loaded or
really poor, but still, dresses in dandy clothes all the
time (intense fashion sense let’s him increase his
apparent net worth by a factor of 10). 60 cash.

Zika, a young ur’, wild eyed. Totally not possessed by
an ultra ghost. Totally vicious in unarmed melee
combat (1d6 damage, double criticals). 5 cash.

Lolar’ de-Bruno, a half-savage ex-turnip farmer from
the Green Land frontier with a bearskin coat and a
flute. Probably not a werebear. 10 cash.
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Who vould hurt Vorgo?

Vorgo is healed and he snuffles mawkishly, “She’s a
beauty, she is, and her father a chief, she says. A pearl is
the bride gift he asks, she says, a pearl chiseled from a
behemoth’s oyster parasite. So here I am, with my chisel
and hangover, ready to enlist with the Princes as far as the
Sarai, then on to the Behemoth ... I'll manage somehow.”

1. In Vorgo’s wound is a sliver of silver. Does he smell a
bit of wild beast?

2. Street urchins and cabbagewives would say he’d come
to the township with a dog cage, but where is the dog?

3. Would the satraps stab somebody just to stop them
from reaching their territory?

4. None of the cat people seem to care much about the
map, they treat it as a joke. P.T. and the party would
drop this annoying side quest here.

5. If pressed, the folks will ask, why go there? Only death
and blindness await in that grassland.

6. Pushed further, theyll mutter about mutilated
travelers in the Rue des Oiseaux et Morgues (Cat-folk
hostility +1).

7. At this point Violet detectives with fine white cats will
start asking probing questions of strangers poking
their whiskers in their jurisdiction.

8. After all, the bodies were just travelers, hardly
citizens. But foreigners bothering the cat folk?

9. Yes, the doctor of mortices may have noticed the odd,
parallel daggers used to mutilate the bodies.

10. Could those have been teeth or claws? Hah, only if
someone had teeth like daggers!

Here, the trail would go cold (for now), nothing to
indicate that any fantasy of vomes and ultra possession
could have any basis in fact.

Vorgo the Were-Pug is shifty, cowardly, and foolishly
loyal. But, if the truth is out, he also turns into a scruffy
pug. This does not improve his combat or breathing
abilities.

AC 13 (11 pug), HP 3 (1d6), keen smell, bug eyes.

Power: lycanthropic regeneration

Weakness: silver, oranges, endurance sports

Threat: is he possessed by an ultra scout beetle?
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2.The Low Road and the High

The cratered viaduct of the High Road runs on crumbling
pylons of dying dryland coral across the pallid grasses.
Beneath the half-passable testament to the follies of the
long-long-ago, the low road winds, smeared threads of
soil and loam and oil and blood pounded into a hard
surface by the pounding feet, hooves, wheels and treads of
pilgrims, nomads, caravans, and mechs.

Weather: The sun clambers above the eye-watering purple
haze around half-past nine. Hard gusts of flat air bring (1)
flurries of ash, (2) sour rain, (3) burnt skies.

Misfortune strikes those who wander among the ruins of
forgotten great civilizations (Charisma DC 8+1ds, roll dé):

luckless character sprains an ankle (+1 day).

lame beast (+1 day).

saddle sores (-1d4 hp).

lose 1 slot of supplies,

catch a rattling cough. Noisy, but harmless. A patent
medicine (5 cash) should cure it.

6. bitten by a scorpion spider trying to make a home in a
smelly boot (poison, Con save DC 3d6, disadvantage
on physical checks for a week).

RIS

DIRECTIONS

West, Porcelain Citadel (safe oasis, a week): the cryptic
mega-sculpture is encrusted with the dryland coral homes
of the Porcelain Princes. A ring of Columnar Defence
Golems stands guard. Crude shacks of brick and C-beam
form a rude town at the foot of Throne Hill. Two great
serais stand testament to the uneasy peace between the
Spectrum Satraps and the Princes.

West, Potsherd Crater (local area, a week): the scrub
beyond the Throne is pallid, the topsoil covered in drifts of
porcelain exoskeletons from a deeper time. The three
limey clans of the Green Tangerine, the Yellow Lime and
the Verdigris Lemon graze and trade in spring and
autumn.
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North, Steppe of the Lime Nomads (steppe, a few days):
harsh lands, forbidding to travelers, dotted with odd
remnants of the best-forgotten ages.

East, Violet City (road, a week): back to the Rainbowlands.
The city of the Catlords and their drugs.

ENCOUNTERS (D6)

1. Swarm of ultra-possessed prairie dogs, frothing as the
dread mechanical ghost corrupts their neural matter.
Utterly savage and lethally infectious, but confounded
by climbing on a rock and waiting for the infection to
liquefy their brains (1 or 2 days).

2. Feral steppe hounds scavenging for weak prey.

3. Rainbowlander caravan with hundreds of beasts,
escorts and cargoes of dry fruits and rainbow silks.

4. Great porcelain walker
and its trinity of princes,
escorted by eunuch
slaves and beasts.

5. Satrap clock wagons in a
column of gay colors and
glistening glass
crenelations that admit
no faults.

6. Helpful wandering serai
in the later Corpsepaint
Monarch style offers
security, resupply and
the old greenlander
veteran Beauregarthe
(Fighter 3, AC 13,
machete, Cat rifle).
Beauregarthe can be
hired for 60 cash per
week.
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POINTS OF INTEREST

Rusted Hand (+1 day, 80 XP): a victorious hand rises from
the hardpack, covered in graffiti. It is near the roads and a
popular picnic platz for decadent aristo maidens seeking a
suitably gothic and melancholy oil depiction of
themselves. Slight danger of monkey mechs.

Crystal Pylon (+2 days, 150 XP): a voluptuously whorled
crystal pylon lies on its side in a heavily eroded crater, the
sides covered in a riot of perfumed mind-altering
brambles. Nomads say it transforms memories into life.
This is true (touch with forehead, lose 1 point of
Intelligence permanently, gain 1 hp permanently). Ultra
possessor at night, millipede mechs during the day.

Potsherd Crown (+2 days, 100 XP): the rim of an oddly
even hill rises white and pale, like a great crown of deep
porcelain. Remnants of quarries from before the days of
the Porcelain Princes lie abandoned to vomish lurchers,
while sanguine porcelain prospectors whisper of wormy
holes at the far rim.

Wormy holes lead into the depths. There are d4 to plumb:

1. a great large hole leads to the dust-covered
exoskeleton of a great ultraviolet worm, dead for
decades. Chittering spider-rats and bat-scorpions
have proliferated. A day’s excavation would dig up 2d6
crystal worm teeth (1 slot and 100 cash each). Good for
making crystal swords and spears and stuff. Epic.

2. a dryland sponge-ridden hole leads to spore fields,
skin parasites and several totally not elven skeletons.

3. aslick, polished hole leads to a slippery, tangled knot
of passages and chambers occupied by a family of
green slime worms. The worms are (dé): (1) all gone,
(2) all dead and rotting, (3) pupating into some kind of
vomish thing, (4) asleep? dormant? (5) mating, (6)
ready to ambush invaders and slowly digest their
delicious bones with their slimy skins.

4. a fake worm hole leading to an archaic, forgotten
cache of ammunition and indigo ivory furniture (2d4
slots, 1,500 cash).
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Motor Agate Outcrop (+2 days, 2d8 x 10 XP): a gorgeous,
striated ridge, leftover from some incredibly aesthetic
geological process. Fragments of rare metal skeletons are
embedded here and there in the outcrop, lending
credence to the Citadel theories of an ancient period when
creatures with living flesh over metal endoskeleton were
the evolutionary norm. Cowled, back-jointed
archaeologists sometimes prowl the outcrop.

Sealed Gate (+3 days, 250 XP): a cratered arched gate in
the Onion-and-Skull style of the Later Mahogany Reign
slowly emerging from its aerolith tomb. Sages say it was
entombed by with an epic application of Zrakomlat’s Air
Becomes Stone in the Year of the Seven Wars. The petrified
bones of strange beasts continually emerge from the light,
fluffy stone of the area. Heavily covered in graffiti, risk of
artist dilettantes and the occasional meta-skeleton.
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3.Steppe of the Lime Nomads

The limey nomads’ lands are harsh and dry, forbidding to
travelers, dotted with odd remnants of that misty period
that the Saffron City’s Opiate Priests refer to as the ‘best-
forgotten’ ages. In spring the limeys graze west towards
the Grass Colossus, returning east to the Circle Rim for
winter.

Weather: Every morning the purple haze occludes the sun
until 8:30 or so. A dull drizzle gets in the eyes and
cinnabar ash burns the tongue.

Misfortune (Charisma DC 10+1d6, roll d6):

Unfortunate hero sprains shoulder (+1 day).

lose a beast to a pack of wild dogs (+1 day).

get a bladder infection (-1d4 Str).

infested with ash-lice (-1d4 Wis).

metal armor has rusted (-1 AC bonus).

red eye from the irritating dust (-1d4 Dex).
Preventable with proper eyewear.

AVl A W N

DIRECTIONS:

West, Potsherd Crater (local area, a week): drifts of
shattered porcelain exoskeletons knitted with tufts of
white, ropey grass.

West, Porcelain Citadel (safe oasis, a week): the cryptic
mega-sculpture is encrusted with the drylands coral
homes of the Porcelain Princes. A ring of relatively well-
maintained Columnar Defence Golems protects this
haven of trade.

South, The High Road and the Low (road, a few days):
crumbling pylons of dying dryland coral tower above the
half-passable modern road.

East, Violet City (steppe, a week): back to the
Rainbowlands. The city of the Catlords and their drugs.
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ENCOUNTERS (D6)

1. Vomish clackers (AC 14, HD 4, entangling) rattle in
the dark, shadowing and whining, hurling rocks and
bolts. By day they burrow into the ash and follow at a
great distance, their glass telescopic eyes and re-
engineered limbs keeping to a steady, slow trudge. At
night, if lights go out, they hurl themselves in and try
to haul one or two victims off into the dark. Half of
their victims are abandoned as suddenly as they are
snatched, unharmed save for scratches, bruises and a
fear of the dark.

2. Mind-burned megapede (AC 18, HD 8, alien) shaking
the ground on its odd journey, corundum
encrustations glittering on its massive segmented
neural nodes.

3. Herd of horned horses, wary of the two-leggers.

4. Great armadilloids (small, tough, semi-sentient)
excavating a new communal burrow.

5. Limey scouts, suspicious but at ease in their own land.

6. Limey matriarch’s clan, her herdsmen, chattel, herds
and wagons on the move for better grazing. This
could be a trading opportunity!

Telescopic eye, Vomish (implant): one thing all
researchers of the worlds below and above agree, despite
being abominations in the eyes of the Rainbow Lord,
whichever heretic designed the first vomes of the
Ultraviolet Grassland, gifted them with exceptional optics.
Vomish eyes are prized by technomancers and
biomancers alike (1d4 x 100 cash for a well-preserved eye).
Implanting them is a dangerous process that does
improve vision, but requires a life-long regimen of healing
rituals, prayers, and vital mech-suppressant salts (5 to 10
cash per week). Used in optical sights, microscopes and
telescopes, they are far less dangerous.
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POINTS OF INTEREST

Spring of the Yellow Water (+2 days, 170 XP): the Lime
clan hold this holy spring in great esteem, hidden as it is
in a narrow ravine littered with long-long-ago
skeuomorphic depictions of everyday life rituals. The
yellow waters burble out of the sacred cleft and collect in a
nearly bottomless pool. The water is considered a potent
restorative (it is true), especially when mixed with black-
light lotus (nonsense).

Depths of the Spring. Over a thousand feet deep, the lower
depths are filled with vicious wire-and-bone
biomechanical fish and abyssosaurs.

At the bottom, 11,000 cash of offerings: bronze and gold and
crystal, from swords to cannons. Each individual item
takes 1d6-1 inventory slots and is worth 1d10 x 100 cash.

Beneath the offerings a sacred machine fetish of a half-
forgotten proto-deity, nameless now.

The outflow is subterranean and leads to the Cave Octopus’
Garden (a journey of 1dé+2 days in the dark).

Great Biomechanical Baobab (+1 day, 120 XP): famed in
the tales of the Green Tangerine clan, the biomechanical
tree is an unbelievable sight, dominating the plain. It
secrets oils that lubricate machines and cure aching
joints. They say there is an artificial dryad resident in the
great tree’s slow-brain.

Verdigris Ribs (+3 days, 200 XP): the great ribs of a
gargantuan sesquipedalian beast rise, cut and polished as
by a grim blade, turned into a crude henge. They

are coated with centuries of painted prayers and Felix
Whizz, until they glow bluish-green come day or night.
Lemon clansmen make offerings of meat and drink on
odd nights, and the occasional human sacrifice brings
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great fortune (3 advantages on rolls of choice) or
restoration (two weeks worth of long rest in a single
bloody orgy). Vomes reported at daybreak and twilight.

Cave Octopus’ Garden (+5 days, 300 XP): deep in the
photo-lume limestone karst the piled debris of the Long
Ago aggregates in half-fossilized deposits. A spherical
cavern, 900 feet across, left by the accidental detonation
of an ancient combat ritual, is home to the Cave Octopus
AC 14, HD 16, huge, doddering, kind;

Powers: neural whip tentacles, biomantic rituals;
Weakness: photophobia, convinced the world has ended.

Biomancer extraordinaire, the Cave Octopus replaced his
human body with a many-tentacled form adapted to
survival in the dark, nutrient-rich broth of the Yellow
Water. Given time and raw materials, the Cave Octopus
can recombine a new and better body for a hero.

The garden is rich with fat, blind snakes that feed on a
variety of slimes, aquatic fungi and nutrient filtering
crustaceans. Hiding under rocks and algal mats are a
number of the Cave Octopus’ bio-modified children: half-
mad body horrors it has created from the occasional
human sacrifice.

Rummaging through the debris and biomantic stores
reveals Ancient and Arcane Biomantic Equipment and Supplies
from Long-long ago (8 slots, 5,000 cash).

A subterranean stream leads up to the Spring (2dé days)
and down to the Cryptich (1dé days).

Cryptich of the Craquelure Queen (+4 days, 250 XP): a
jagged gash of an eroded canyon reveals odd offerings
(vomish) at several ancient cerametal stumps, the remains
of along dead ventilation system.

Underground is a labyrinth of barely accessible corridors
and ways, where ash and dust
falls oddly. Pits and deadfalls are
the only hazard. Dead security
golems creak and crumble.

At the core is the Cryptich, a glass
and ge-yao three-layered crypt
protecting a biomechanical
queen (AC 17, HD 5, ancient)
with a field of Sudden Entropy, a
curse of Immediate Tissue
Liquefaction and a charm of
Service to the Queen.

The queen is confused, but not
hostile. Her bio-mechanical
implants are worth 4,000 cash (1
slot).

35



THE ULTRAVIOLET GRASSLAND ¢ THE BLACK CITY

LAVENDER CLIFFS (+6 DAYS, 300 XP)

Imagine some nut-brown old prospector sidled up to you,
machined leg clattering, dust-blown voice rasping.

“This is just hearsay, for no steppe nomad would ever
admit to a town-dweller that they, too, once had towns
and cities. That if you head north, towards where the Blue
Ridge shades towards the fried pink of the deep steppe,
they still have towns.

You know those stories they tell, of the steppelanders
exposing their elderly and their weak? It is not true. Up
there, beyond the Lavender Cliffs, where strange spirits
crawl from crevices in the mind-blasted rocks, they
squirrel them away in a building-city from the Older Days.
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There their oldfolks serve as meat vessels, carrying the
spirits of decadent ultras through the years. They call
them the memory warriors, fighting some false demon
they call the Ropey Ent.”

What would you think? Pure nonsense. And you would be
right. There is certainly no brutalist arcology left over
from the Older Days where the steppelanders hide their
elderly to serve the ghosts of days long gone.

The leader of the ultras is named Dead Springtime and
remembers a time when another world was young and
this one merely twinkled in the eye of a cowardly warlord.

LAVEND=R CLIFFS

ULTRAVIOLET GRASSLANDS
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4.The Porcelain Citadel

The four robed figures turned their faceless glazed masks
as one to face P.T. and the band.

“This stair leads to the High Houses. Only the permitted
penitents may ascend to serve us there. Stay back, our
Pillars of Power remain as potent as in your forgotten
Long, Long Ago,” they spoke in an impeccable chorus of
disparate voices.

Weather: Grim violet haze till 9 o’clock. Light swirling
dust storms, hint of cinnamon on the breeze.

Misfortune (Charisma DC 10+1d6, roll d6):

1. horrible blisters (limping),

2. beast found with seventeen two-inch cubes cut out of
its flesh, it is severely weakened (+2 days or leave it
behind)

nasty nettle burns (-1d4 Dex)

sat in an ant nest (-1d4 Cha)

ripped pants on some cinder slag

get red eye from the irritating dust (-1d4 Dex).

oV AW

Expenses: 3 cash per week for slaves, 100 cash per week
for respect.
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DIRECTIONS

Vicinity, Potsherd Crater (local area, a couple of days): the
scrub around the Throne is pallid, the topsoil covered in
drifts of porcelain exoskeletons from a deeper time. The
three limey clans of the Green Tangerine, the Yellow Lime
and the Verdigris Lemon graze and trade in spring and
autumn.

North-West, Trail to the Grass Colossus (trail, a week): a
dangerous journey through the nomads’ luminous lands
winds towards their holy site: the Grass Colossus.

South-West, The Last Serai (trail, a week): the Porcelain
Princes’ hold, home to the most remote permanent
Rainbowlander trading post. The prices are as eye-
watering as the obscure penal code.

North-East, Steppe of the Lime Nomads (steppe, a week):
harsh lands, forbidding to travelers, dotted with odd
remnants of the best-forgotten ages.

East, The High Road and the Low (road, a week):
crumbling pylons of dying dryland coral tower above the
half-passable modern road.
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PLACES IN PORCELAIN CITADEL

Black House: a lakeside club for the rich and conservative
out for a bit of fun-time decadence and rapid tanning.

Broken Line: excreted out of the Throne, slave barracks
for the bodies that have broken in service of the
Porcelains. Some have regained the rudiments of
consciousness, but most are mere dumb beasts waiting
for the nutrient teat and the vivimancer’s knife.

Column Defense Golems: immobile death laser golems.

High Houses: embassies, certain merchant houses, and
the workshops, barracks of the Porcelains’ Eunuchs, and
the tunnel-villa-complexes of the distributed
personalities. In secure, mosaicked bunkers, princely
polybody backups are stored, maintained and improved.

House of the Unbowed Cardinal: nomad grass cult
enclave and hottest BBQ in the West.

Houses of Many Colors: half-dugout homes and
workshops of Rainbowland affiliates and other scum.

Lowest Line: shacks of dead coral and brick for the
outlanders with no affiliations, not quite slaves. Yet.

Onion Dam: an ancient dam, neatly kept. Good fishing.

PORCELAIN THRONE IN THE POTSHERD CRATER

e Golems North

©2018 LUKA REJEC WWW.WIZARDTHIEFFIGHTER.COM

Orchards: the luminescent velvets and cherries of
Porcelain Citadel are said to be a panacea when distilled
into the fabled Vavilov-Cherenkov vodka.

Two Serais: the barely peaceful truce-homes of the
Satraps and the Princes are dangerous for non-aligned
wanderers.

Waters, Still: an eerily still lake, home to great steppe eels.

Waters, Unsettled: regular lake. Frogs, geese, ceramic
crabs, porcelain perch. Totally regular. No stone octopus.

Your Life Burns Faster in this House: a radical house,
known for loud music, louder politics, and a cellar that is
that kind of dungeon. Nudge, nudge.
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The Porcelain Princes

The porcelain princes are not-quite-liches, but they seek
immortality just like those wizards. They have spread
their vital cognitive essence among several bodies linked
by real-time glandular psyche-to-psyche links. They are
not more intelligent than before, but the additional bodies
make them more resilient to damage, and by adding new
bodies periodically, they ensure a mental continuity
across the aeons. Obviously, this continuity is flawless and
perfect. So they say. Obviously.

The Link is glandular and has a limited range, the exact
range is uncertain, for this reason polybody princes do not
like to send individual bodies too far by themselves, in
case they go rogue, or even try to take over the original
sentience on their return. Groups of three or four are
more common to reduce the risk of personality collapse.

Conservative to a fault, the princes maintain their oldtech
porcelain walkers religiously, but often without the
necessary understanding to upgrade them or jury-rig
them if they fail. They view all upsets to the status quo
(them and the Spectrum Satraps in charge of most trade
between the Black City and the Rainbowlands) as a
problem to be crushed.

The princes trade exclusively to maintain their lavish
holds and homes. They are always on the lookout for
neuromech and biomech parts, and luxury goods.

6 DISTRIBUTED PRINCES OF THE PORCELAIN CITADEL

1. Many Cracks 5-body are the distributed 5. personality
primate of the Conservation Society. They have an id-
devouring fascination with Rainbowland rumors and
Near Moon ultras possession magics.

2. Celadon 10-body are the father of the Mollusk
Appreciation Denomination and want to bolster
sentient dryland coral technology.

3. Leopard Lithophane 4-dyad are a confused
participant in the Rites of Animated Teratology. They
love shellfish but are secretly terrified of the vomes.

4. Sherd 7-extension are a noble and decayed Meta-
ritual Oligarch that wants to turn back time to before
the monobodies were allowed into the Radiant Lands.

5. Black Pot 5-body are a Radical Labor or Trade
Cooperative, plotting the overthrow of the Evil
Prevention Act of Meissen 13-unity.

6. Bone Kaolin 2-body are the decayed remnant of the
Ascendant Church of Flesh. A death cult.
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POLYBODY WIZARDRY

Heroes that get on the princes’ very good side, or that
break into one of their body labs, might be interested in
exploring the polybody lifestyle.

An additional body requires a (hopefully willing) body
donor and at least 2,000 disposable cash.

Generate the physical stats for the new body (Str, Dex,
Con) and list it as a second body. When the polybodies are
in visual (or glandular) range treat them as having a single
joint pool of hit points, but an attack for every polybody.
Add an additional Hit Die for each extra body (you can
limit the number of additional bodies to at most one per
level). If a polybody is sent off on its own, the hero has to
decide how many hit points to send off with it (roll a Hit
Die if required). Area attack damage against polybodies
are multiplied.

Heroes may also merge bodies and psyches, instead of
outright dominating the additional body. In this case
mental stats (Int, Wis, Cha) should also be rolled, and the
better results chosen. This may result in significant
personality change, up to outright domination of the
original body (and class change and so on). Be careful if
your hero has an Intelligence of 7 and a Wisdom of 5. Eh,
what am I saying. That hero would totally go for it.

A polybody is essentially a psyche-to-pscyhe linked
henchman with unlimited morale, but still very fragile.
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A couPLE MORE NPCs

Jonky Bonko is a collector of unconsidered trifles and
purses. Short and lean, he favors [poorly] coordinated
fineries. He fights particularly well with furniture.

Thief 3, AC 14, Power: furniture, Weakness: fine silks and a
connection to the Purple Haze body-snatchers.

JONKM RONkKO

Syruss Sensible is a potentially retired freebooter now
managing the Your Life Burns Faster in this House for the
RDL Merchants Cooperative.

Thief 4, AC 12, Power: magic hats and sharp suits,
Weakness: penchant for risky trading ventures, Threat:
vome-in-a-box.

g
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Lazaro Romero is an itinerant alchemist, a regular on the
Low Road and the High. Apparently he returned to life
after an encounter with Life-Is-A-Game, an ultra.
Originally from the Yellow Land, he is a specialist in the
various lubricants and fuels that burdenbeasts and
walkers in the UVG require.

Alchemist 5, AC 10, Power: lubricants, fuels, oils, greases,
Weakness: a fear of the dark and of chittering bug-things.

He wants to return east, to care for his old mother and
take over the family brewery, but he is wanted by the
cogflower inquisition for his part in the death of Maria
della Verde at the Ribs of the Great Beast. Naturally, he is
keeping his distance, for though he is completely innocent
of any and all charges, the inquisition is unreliable.

CoLUMN DEFENSE GOLEMS

Immobile towers of power, force, and brutal futurism.
Their pentagram eyes blaze with a united purpose, like
axes of lightning and lasers bound in strength and unity.
Their technology has decayed, they are covered in warning
graffiti, but still they burn to protect the Circle from
internal enemies.

Their Death Heat Fire Lightning Ray eyes scorch all violators
and attackers within their circle and the fields around
them are strewn with the bones of vomes and predators
and drunkards who just wanted a wee bit of fun. Indoors,
away from their eyes, violence is safer.

HD 12, AC 18, Atk +12 DHFL ray 4d12+12

Power: cleave against opponents with fewer HD than
themselves, set targets on fire, aura of nausea, golem
immunities.

Weakness: immobile and a bit dumb.

Threat: unknown pre-porcelain magic? Rocks from the
sky? These things are ridiculously over-powered ancient
cryptic defense systems! What could hurt them?

%'9@.4
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5. Potsherd Crater

Scrub. Pallid soils of crushed ceramic. Drifts of porcelain
exoskeletons crunch and ring underfoot. The autumn and
spring rain showers bring sudden blooms of flowers and
tubers, covering the pale landscape in a rainbow of color.

The rim rises pale, like deep porcelain ribs, from the dusty
soils. Remnants of quarries from before the days of the
Porcelain Princes lie abandoned to vomish lurchers, while
the sanguine porcelain prospectors whisper of lion caves
in the far rims.

Weather: Radiant haze clouds obscure the sun before 9
a.m. Light rain showers, the smell of garlic and roses.

Misfortune (Charisma DC 8+1ds6, roll dé):

infected cut on hand from sharp shard (-1d4 hp),

1d3 supplies pilfered by monkey-handed canids,

sat on a cactus (-1d4 Con),

hat blown away by sudden gust,

those pretty flowers in that garland? Totally poisonous
(Con save DC 2d6), left a rash, too (-1 Cha),

6. ecstatically beautiful flower patch, could lose track of
time here (+1 days, +50 XP, -2 Con from exposure).

RIS

DIRECTIONS

Vicinity, Porcelain Citadel (safe oasis, a couple of days):
the Throne rises, a gleaming testament to a civilization
older than memory.

North-West, Trail to the Grass Colossus (trail, a week): a
dangerous journey through the nomads’ luminous lands
towards their holy site: the Grass Colossus.

South-West, The Last Serai (trail, a week): the Porcelain
Princes’ hold, home to the most remote permanent
Rainbowlander trading post. They read minds there, it is
said.

North-East, Steppe of the Lime Nomads (steppe, two
weeks): harsh lands, forbidding to travelers, dotted with
odd remnants of the best-forgotten ages.

East, The High Road and the Low (road, a week):
crumbling pylons of dying dryland coral tower above the
half-passable modern road.
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ENCOUNTERS (D8)

1. Vomish lurchers (AC 14, HD 3, tough, slow)! A plot-
convenient cloud of glittering dust dies down
revealing a group of half-decayed biomechanical
abominations. In the worst cases they are cable-linked
to a floating dominator (AC 12, HD 4, phasing,
neurotic), a tentacled, biological combat computer
that vastly increases the lurchers’ speed in a 50’ radius
(AC 14, HD 3, tough, fast). The lurchers are (roll d6), (1)
hungry, (2) thirsty, (3) angry, (4) studying the clouds
for odd reasons, (5) infectious, (6) confused like
lobotomized cockroaches.

2. Cave lions (AC 15, HD 2, feline) on the prowl, not
necessarily hostile. They want deer, not you, dear.

3. Ceramic centipedes (AC 17, HD 1+1, poisonous,
swarm) looking for an easy meal.

4. Hard-eyed nomads, hostile to settled folks and wary
of fire-water peddlers.

5. Porcelain prospectors, armed to the teeth, and (roll
deé) (1) hostile, (2) terrified, (3) equipped with a bad
map, (4) a good map, (5) fleeing a terrible vision, (6)
exhausted but satisfied with their haul of sanguine
porcelain (6 inventory slots, 1,200 cash).

. Yummy grey antelopes. Very cute. Very tasty.

7. Radiation ghosts of a forgotten time, with willowy
limbs and sparking black hole eyes, they point the way
to odd remains (+1 day, digging required, 1d6 x 100
cash in ancient artefacts). Harmless themselves, but
may lead through dangerous radiant magic zones
(Con save DC 3d6 or poisoned).

8. Porcelain Prince Patrol keeping things proper, a place
for everything and everything in its place.
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POINTS OF INTEREST

Waterlogged Quarry (+1 days, 76 XP): an old quarry,
overgrown with thorny edible vines and sharp long-grass.
Grotesque, poisonous toads (AC 10, HD 2) live in the
waterlogged depths, but are easy to avoid. Useful
sanguine porcelain can still be extracted (1dé x 10 cash
worth per day per person).

Glass House of a Dead Merchant Prince (+2 days, 160 XP):
old steel-glass rococo arches, porticoes and gazeboes
sinking into sand and long-grass, wreathed in foul-
smelling flowers (mildly hallucinogenic if eaten).
Thoroughly picked-over, a haunting poem of a merchant
prince’s despair remains embedded in a folly obsidian
dolmen, lamenting the cruel laborers and serfs who foiled
the Prince’s attempt to create the finest wines outside the
Red Land. 4d8 steppe wolves (AC 14, HD 3, pack) may
appear. For more options, see Appendix 1.
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Mad Autofarm (+2 days, 2d10 x 10 XP): whether vomish or
ultra or something else, is unclear, but this overgrown
tangle of glass and dryland coral pulses with activity as
small ceramic crab-like biomechs plow, water, till, weed
and generally cultivate what looks like utter chaos of stone
trees and plastic thorn-bushes. Closer examination
reveals a profusion of odd fruit (1dé x 10 cash worth can be
recovered furtively, without alerting the Autofarm). Even
closer examination is very dangerous, as the Autofarm can
rapidly produce large numbers of ant-body biomechs (AC
16, HD 1d6, fearless, burrowing) to defend itself with
talon, acid and venom. However, it is possible to find 1d4
entire replacement bodies growing in the depths, perfect
for biomantic augmentation, neural replacement, or
porcelain polybody transition (2d10 x 100 cash each).
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6. Trail to the Grass Colossus

The grass grows high here, sparkling and lush. Watered by
sacrifice and, rumor says, an ancient Source Fac, nomad
clans come here when the grazing fails elsewhere, but
even here they cluster in thornstone enclosures close to
the trail, driven to cooperation by the deadly machine-
infested giant beasts that regularly traverse the step here.

Weather: A dark mauve glow occludes the sun until 9:30
a.m. Dry, itchy, scattered biomech locust swarms.

Misfortune (Charisma DC 12+1d8, roll d6):

1. biomech razorfly swarm forces everyone to hunker
down. Lose 1d4 days or 2dé hp.

2. mount steps into a puddle of Source and suddenly
undergoes violent source code corruption.

3. lost in the high grass. Lose 1d4 days, roll on
Misfortune and Encounter again.

4. lostashoe to a thirsty tangle shrub.

5. hit in the eye by a speck of windblown biomech
garbage. Blinded in one eye.

6. infected thornstone wound. Lose 1 Con per day until
healed (Cure Disease or equivalent).

DIRECTIONS

West, Grass Colossus (trail, north-west, a week): the
nomads’ holy site, forbidden to strangers in the times of
the doubled moons.

South-East, Porcelain Citadel (safe oasis, a week): the
Throne rises, a gleaming testament to a civilization older
than memory.

South-East, Potsherd Crater (local area, a week): the scrub
around the Throne is pallid, the topsoil covered in drifts of
porcelain exoskeletons from a deeper time.

©2018 LUKA REJEC WWW.WIZARDTHIEFFIGHTER.COM

ENCOUNTERS (D8)

1. Lamarckian monstrosity (AC 14, HD 18, self-
improving, corrupt, decaying) a huge beast, its origin
obscured in its soul source decay, it pulsates with
creative energies, growing new limbs, armors,
defenses and abilities whenever it is attacked.
However, given a wide berth (+2 days), it can generally
be avoided. It loses 1 HD per week, eventually
collapsing into a copse of fast-growing UV bamboo.

2. Small herd of 1dé6 machine-infested giant beasts (AC
13, HD 6, large, mutated, corrupt). The beasts were
once (roll d4) (1) zebroids, (2) brontotheres, (3)
elephants, (4) shaggy buffalo. The beasts, though mad,
are not themselves dangerous. Their glittering metal
tusks and claws are worth 1dé6-2 x 100 cash each.

3. Copse of thornstone shamblers (AC 11, HD o,
grappling, thorny, resistant to damage). An unholy
drystone coral out for the flesh of living creatures. Can
be mined for thornstone seeds (500 cash).

4. A pack of enhanced jackals (AC 13, HD 1) singing their
jackal songs and looking for psychobiotic mushrooms.

5. Scared local herbivores, several prairie pigs and a
glyptodon, hanging out by a waterhole.

6. A group of nomads, they are (roll d6) (1) weakened by
biomech assault, (2) corrupt sheep worshippers, (3) a
noble lime clan taking sacrifices to the colossus, (4) a
raiding party, suspicious and harsh, (5) celebrating a
great lion hunt, (6) taking the ashes of an elder east
for a sea burial.

7. A helpful trading party, they can share maps that will
shave 1d6 days of a journey (50 cash).

8. The shattered remnants of a porcelain patrol
returning from a raid. Probably destroyed by a tribe of
giant beasts. A polybody sarcophagus still contains
(roll d4) (1) a viable polybody clone, (2) a stash of gold
novelty medallions (2 slots, 3,000 cash), (3) vials of
octopus pheromones (work as Charm Cephalopod)
worth 300 cash, (4) an active silver and jade
domination implant (works like the old Charm Person).
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POINTS OF INTEREST

Savage Biomech Tribe (+1 days, 144 XP): living in wicker
and metal trenches and tunnels dug into the prairie, the
machine-corrupted tribesmen (AC 11, HD 2, resilient,
cybernetic) have degenerated into pure savagery, kept
alive by their self-repairing implants and hyper-normal
reflexes. They have no culture to speak of, save an innate
urge to bring blood and brains to their Emperor of
Humanity (AC 6, HD 12, immobile, psionic), a pulsating,
half-mad clump of bones, brain, and clattering teeth kept
together by machines in a chamber five levels down.
Surrounded by ancient artefacts (2dé slots, worth 4,000
cash) and helped by a fully cybernetic uplifted ape named
Cornelius (AC 16, HD 6, fast as heck, strong), the Emperor
plots the next step in his galactic ambitions.

Eerie Pearl (+2 days, 2d10o XP): in a small crater on a
small rise, almost obscured by the grass, a small haven of
peace, where lions lie with lambs, dominated by a great
alien pearl. The animals will protect it if attacked. It will
charm characters with Int 3 or 4 to protect it. It will gift
characters of Int 5 to 7 with 1d4 Wisdom permanently.
Characters with Int 13 will suddenly gain the ability to
levitate up to 2’ off the ground for 1 minute after ingesting
a pearl. The reasons for these boons will never be
clear.Exploring the Trails Further

Fallen Iron Obelisk (+3 days, 3d10 x 100 XP): an obelisk,
massive, rusting, covered in obscure Dark City glyphs. Did
it fall or did the slave-train dragging it simply give up? It is
unclear. The complex magical glyphs (Int DC 3dio to
decipher) contain instructions for the activation of a Metal
Guardian of the Darkness, essentially a shadow-stepping
Iron Golem. Half of the instructions are in the ground,
and turning over the 10 meter, 500 ton obelisk, will be a
challenge. The full instructions are worth 2d6 x 1,000 cash.
By night, biomech crab-dog swarms come to perform
eerie rituals near the obelisk. They are dangerous.

Source Fac Johnny-7 (2+1d6 days, 600 XP): the carcass of a
great, motile tower drags itself around on massive post-
organic treads. Twitching tubes, pipes, and coils of
bioluminescent synth-cartilage trail behind it as scurries
about in the vasty Grassland. It's unclear what it
consumes, but it leaves behind it a gouged scar oozing
with decaying source juices. Over days and weeks the
source corrupts the soul codes of creatures and plants left
behind it, generating lush strips of mad, chaotic jungle
that then slowly wilts back into grassland over months
and years. Encounters are twice as common in this mad
growth, and the tree-sized grasses themselves sometimes
spear unwary travelers (spear trap or spiked pit trap).

The Fac itself is a biomechanical clattering obnoxiousness,
interesting as an example of the Long-long ago
biomancers’ hubris. Lucky students may come across
biological seed matter, old rituals, or even the occasional
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uplifted servitor (like a familiar, but smarter, synthetic,
and more mindlessly loyal). Various biomechanical
defense systems, including meat centipedes (AC 12, HD 3,
swarm, strip bones), black metal spiders (AC 16, HD 2,
neurotoxin), ropers (AC 8, HD 4, sessile, entangling,
screeching) and brain-trust halflings (AC 13, HD 7, swarm
mind) guard against intruders. And, of course, there is the
constant danger of source code corruption.

SOURCE CODE CORRUPTION (ROLL D6)

1. Over three hours the Fac turns animals into plants,
plants into animals.

2. Creature is suddenly modified with (roll d4) (1) calcite
armor plates (+1 AC), (2) chitin eruptions (spiny, does
1d4 damage when grappling), (3) bronze bones (+1d4
hp, disadvantage on saves vs. disease), (4) crystal
nodules in the flesh (worth 1d20 x 100 cash, removal
kills creature).

3. Limbs ripple and rearrange randomly, creature
becomes (roll d4) (1) a quadruped, (2) winged, (3)
tentacled, (4) a limbless annelid.

4. Full source code failure, creature becomes an ooze
that retains its original Int and Wis. Ooze type (roll
d4): (1) acidic green ooze, (2) vampiric red ooze, (3)
pyrokinetic blue ooze, (4) self-regenerating grey ooze.

5. Bunny overload. Creature becomes (roll d4): (1)
bunny-headed, (2) bunny-tailed, (3) bunny-furred, (4)
alarge, bipedal, sentient bunny.

6. Reassembly from source. All creature’s ability scores
are shuffled randomly. One random ability increases
by 1d4.
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7.The Grass Colossus

Crossing a last purple ridge, the wide vale promised
respite from the harsh grassland. Trees dotted the courses
of two rivers, and at their juncture prehistoric ramparts of
pitted ceramic, traces of pre-wizard spell-arms on their
ancient shellac surface.

Inside, on one of two hillocks, a great wicker-man of
woven grasses, vines and thorn bushes. Shamans of many
clans make their meets here, teach their memory chants,
and welcome the clan mothers once a year for the festivals
of the Circle of Grass.

Weather: A dark smudge of radiation stops any light
reaching the ground before 10 a.m. Scudding lightning
storms intersperse with strong winds and baking heat.

Misfortune (Charisma DC 3d6, roll dé):

1. lightning strike, DC 14 Dex save, 2d10 damage or lose
a henchman or beast of burden.

2. dreadful winds slow progress, lose 1 day and DC 12
Con save or catch the dusting cough.

3. baking heat exhausts travelers, lose 1d4 Con.
baking heat and sweat means a bad saddle rash, lose
1d4 Dex.

5. sleptin the soil of a radiation ghost, lose 1d6 Str.

6. bitten by a rabid steppe wolf, Con DC 10 save or
diseased. Wis DC 15 save and three rations could get
you a steppe wolf pet. Fears magic carpets.
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Jumble.

Shortest way
to the Spectrum™
Satraps, they say.

b

Cheese-making
implements here.
Blue cultists?

< Old ramparts of an
eerie, pitted ceramic.
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Expenses: 1 cash per week for free-folk, 10 cash per week
for big-folk, 100 cash per week for a hero of the people..

DIRECTIONS

West, Long Ridge (trail, a week): the steppes deepen into
that harsh, endless sea of grass. The true UV Grassland.

South-West, South-Facing Passage (steppe, 2 weeks): a
rough country, torn by the tracks of prehistoric
behemoths.

South, Death-Facing Passage (rough steppe, 2 weeks):
Grim tales warn of the horror of this passage to the Last
Serai. Wise travelers would avoid it.

East, Trail to the Grass Colossus (trail, a week): a
dangerous journey through the nomads’ luminous lands
towards the Porcelain Citadel.

THE GRASS COLOSSUS
iofeo e

BEING A TRUE AND HONET DEPICTION
OF THIS SITE OF BARBARIC
SUPERSTITION AS RENDERED INTO
PRINT BY H. C. R. EFREA OF SAFRAN]
ON THE OCCASION OF THE 1. L
EXPEDITION OF T' LANDSHIP ONANAS.

We sawe trees
again. Much joy.

Defense fetishes

\ L strung together.
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Madmen and clansmen (d8)

Mad priest Urburt of the Blue, tolerated for her
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EVENTS AT THE COLOSSUS (D6)

The band rested and recovered in the safety of the cryptic
ceramic walls, what could go wrong?

mastery of yoghurts, poultices, and defensive slime
molds. She screams of a great metal darkness eating
the soul of the Spectrum Satraps.

2. Shiver Gromot, a bad shaman who loves songs and
good tales, and offers curse-laced blessings and
poisonous potions to outlanders. For the glory of the
clans!

3. Rattle Limonc, a good shaman who believes the ultras
have infiltrated the Porcelain Princes and are a
serious danger to the nomad clans. If Vorgo is
present, freaks out and returns with a posse.

4. Strapping Young Lisciac, a clanless maiden born in the
mark of the blood dragon, out to clear her sign by
traveling to the Behemoth and offering a sacrifice to
the Bone Soul. Barbarian 2, AC 14. Power: fast, smart
and adaptable, a true she-Conan. Weakness: loathes
magic and wishes desperately to belong to a clan.

5. Churgla Nekroponte, a yellow-lander scholar
researching the ramparts. Convinced they are a star
chart leading to a lost library (false) and that their
orientation holds a key to an ancient vault (true: the
Near Moon Door, four weeks journey West). Thief 2,
AC 11. Power: smart as heck. Weakness: badly
addicted to Dog’s Tail and only has 4 doses left.

6. Draganogac, the judge of the Colossus, tough, old, with
a golden prosthetic leg and a hatred of nonsense.
Judges threats to the clan harshly, but offers bounties
of salt, mead and safety for vomish trophies.

7. Joao the Witch, a greenlander halfer came here through
a series of ridiculous misadventures. Now makes
defense fetishes and is in a bad way over a pig that
died a few days ago in a misaligned fetish incident.

8. Dead drunk, out of their mind, Possum 5 and Possum 6
are the last remainders of a broken polybody. Their
stories are incoherent. Was there a power struggle? Is
there a secret way into a Porcelain high-house? It’s a
mess, but they know where to find several rare sites
(reduce travel time by 1d4 days, 3 times). Getting this
information out requires some deciphering (Int DC
15).

DEFENSE FETISH

In a ritual, the caster embeds some of their own body and
spirit (Hit Points and Charisma) in an attentive wicker
and bone fetish. The HP and Charisma stay in the fetish
until it is destroyed or deactivated in a propitiatory ritual.
Weak Fetish (thp and 1Cha) AC 12, HD 1, slow, shooting.
Fast Fetish (2hp and 2Cha) AC 14, HD 2, rushing, ripping.

Strong Fetish (4hp and 4Cha) AC 13, HD 4, punching,
cursing. Surrounded by a weakening aura.

The Colossus Dances (200 XP): the shamans celebrate
the life-giving moon by immolating the least-favored
in the Grass Colossus’ wicker-and-bone heart. A slave,
or a very uncharismatic traveler (Cha below 7) is
seized, stuffed with saffron and steak, and then burnt
to death in the harsh radiant heart of the Colossus.
The Colossus awakens (AC 10, HD 24, godly golem)
and dances the night away with the cavorting golem.
After the second hour of the night the clansmen all
hide in their huts, for if there are no enemies afoot,
the colossus may slake its hunger with a fat fool or a
juicy jester. Participants in the shamans’ celebration
partake of the divine essence of the colossus (gain
resistance to non-magical weapons for 3 weeks).
Barbecue by the Colossus (100 XP): a great chief has
adopted a new daughter and her ascendance is
celebrated with six sacred sacrifices. Heroes may
participate, if they bring a valuable sacrifice, and
partake of the Spores of Sensation. Each participant may
experience the touch of a steppe spirit (Wis DC 2d8),
who will guide them in a decision or moment of need
(advantage).

Shaming of the Chiefs (50 XP): the chiefs of the clans
are paraded before clans and visitors, before being
tied to an pre-historic yellow rock with bonds of silk.
There they are mocked for their pretensions and
reminded that all mortal folk are created equal:
worms beneath the treads of the Sky Spirit.

Sky Chariot Battle (50 XP): shouts and whoops echo
around the camps, as above in the sky shooting stars
dart and zip. Lines of radiant light cascade into
showers of sparks, and enterprising nomads take
wagers on which of the sky spirits will win, the blues
(40% chance) or the reds (50% chance), or whether
they will birth a short sun (10% chance). Prayers and
sacrifices might sway the battle.

A Testing Week (no rest possible): night after night,
vomes come at the encampment. Once a few
biomechanical badgers (AC 13, HD 3, burrowing),
another time a great fire-spewing red worm (AC 12,
HD 7, fire bolts), a third time a shambling horde of
headless halflings (AC 11, HD 2, relentless), a fourth
time swarms of cactus-skinned steppe wolves (AC 14,
HD 3, thorny pack). The defense fetishes will be
decimated by the onslaught, but a proactive patrol can
find a great iron self-driving chariot (AC 18, HD 7,
kinetic golem) with a vomish mind-worm (AC 8, HD
7-7, psionic) inside.

Sacred Rainbow (50 XP): a glorious sign of approval,
small sacrifices and rituals with the shamans bring a
chance of self-improvement (Cha DC 3d6). Successful
self-improvement raises one ability of choice by 1.

46



THE ULTRAVIOLET GRASSLAND & THE BLACK CITY

8.The Last Serai

Three days out you sight it. A metallic stepped tower,
glinting in the day, glowing a ghostly, coppery green in
the night. Two days out you smell it, like cocoa. Soft,
seductive. A day out you hear it, drumming out a
rumbling staccato without rhythm.

Finally, closing to the tower you see a three buildings, like
hunched old men, clustered in the lee of a cinder dune.
Around the tower itself is a circle of gentle dust, floating
in a massive static charge. Nothing living grows within
that circle, but the last serai’s grand old harmonic rods
draw energy from that magical field, powering the great
hold of the Porcelain Princes and selling power to the last
trading house of the Violet City and the final embassy of
the Spectrum Satraps.

Weather: Dark clouds build and cover the sky,
threatening storms and worse. The light of the sun only
creeps through the gathering dark after 9:30 a.m., but only
in the afternoon does it glint from beneath the ale-dark
clouds in the glowering sky.

Misfortune (Charisma DC 1d10+s, roll d6):

1. aprincely toll is levied for semi-legal goods. 20% or 50
cash, whichever is more. Or fight a porcelain patrol.

2. sharp porcelain splinter leaves festering foot wound,
slowed, lose 1d4 days.

3. lightning strike throws up biomantic spores, Con DC
2dé+2 or diseased. Mutations possible.

4. massive static field raises glowing dusts, that bring
bad coughs and sleep deprivation, lose 1d6 Con.

5. bad cinder storm sends sharp debris flying, lose 1 day
or 1dé6 hp.

6. tiny poison golem in boot, can be trained. Poison DC
3ds, requires refill after each attack. Quite stupid.

Expenses: 4 cash per week for slaves, 100 cash per week
for respect.
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DIRECTIONS

West, Way Stone (trail, a week): between sudden static
storms the sky clears, sighting a clear line to the way
stone. A crumbling green stone obelisk visible for a
hundred miles.

North-West, (canyons, 2 weeks): rough crags and cinder
dunes, and the constant glare of the static ghosts at your
back, leads to the Grass Colossus.

North-East, The Porcelain Citadel and the Potsherd
Crater (trail, a week): back towards settled lands, the
patrolled paths of the Princes lead.

LOCAL SECTORS

The Harmonium: the second citadel of the Porcelain
Princes’, heavily defended and aged, the porcelain-coral
has acquired a mimicry of sentience from long exposure
to the ancient white-hole rods.

The Last Trading House: the remotest outpost of the
Rainbow Lands in the UVG, and the smallest living
building in the complex. Those in the know, look for the
Buried Delicatessen, famed as the lair of the best human
biomancer of all the Six Colors. The Cats here are rougher,
sometimes exiles, and occasionally even a dog-cat hybrid
can be seen.

The Final Embassy: the last extra-territorial holding of the
Spectrum Satraps, by long-standing song-agreement with
the Porcelain Princes. The Satraps are permitted no more
than two prismatic walkers at a time. They always have
two large, impressive and heavily armed prismatic
walkers stationed here at all times. It is an open secret
that the Satraps are carrying out dark phytomancy in the
deep-coral chambers, but it is far less well known that they
have a Delicate Seer of plastic and ivory and gold in an
odd shell-like chamber beneath their experimentoriums.

The Ignored Tower: do not go there. It is ignored for a
reason. Seriously. It will kill you and grind your soul into
fundamental reality reconstruction particles. That glow?
Souls swirling to become nu-matter.

Ok, if you insist. The tower is home to the Rebuilder, a
trapped demiurge personality, whose heart has been
stolen by a shapeshifter and whose body has been taken by
an astral lizard. She is trapped there, her godlike powers
tapped by the harmonium, her personality kept intact by
the swirling degradation of souls falling into her
existential solipsistic boundary. Her screaming visage
bursts out in regular pulses of light to the far north-west,
creating the so-called Death-Facing Passage.

Now you know.
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—Oh. More probes.
Forthe ... how do you
always drag us

to THESE places?!

—They give me the creeps.

—Why is that, Pooki?
—They know.
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the trans-uranic

particles concentrate here.
—And none of the other
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so close to the Throne vats.
—And so easy to take
over by a single body.
—We may have become
too many bodies.
—Hush, do not repeat
that. Remember the
Gentle-360 war.
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—You say you've ...
been gone.... but ...

I know you didn't

... promise me ...
anything at all.
—Don't you remember
... my smile. :
—You were holding’
me... in your
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—When we sang
... inthelight
of ... the .
rebuilder.
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—Again with
the off-license
crystallomancy!
Stop it already,
Merdon-9!
—You have

1o say over ny
autonomy! Take
it to the Conseil
Ceramique!
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—Dream.

Sequence.

Dream.
Dream.
Growth
phase?
Abort.
Dream.

—Don't you remember
.. My worlds ...

—1I'm the only one that
knows ... their souls ...
—I'm the only

one that knows ...
—You're the only
onethat ...

—I'm the only one..
—I'm the only

—That knows
yoursoul ...

—317 warns that the
- spectral signatures
indicate a break in
our baseline supply.
—How? Are the
'Hﬂ soft furry parasites
unsatisfied with
the indigo ivory?
—177, if  knew I
wouldn't be consulting
the Delicate Seer.
—But 57, her nuance
has been mis-calibrated
since Flower Incident 3!

Crystal rebirth,
special sale!

—117, have the
young nodules been
properly packed?
—As well as could
be expected, that
fool 250 has been
experimenting
with modular
tentacles again.
—Again?!

—Lazaro! I've hit some
kind of hard shell!
—Shell? Biological?
—Post-livingstone magics,
Lazaro! This is thing has
here longer than the
clay-faces could know!
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: WEIRD ROOMs AND ODD PLACES (D
Sectors of the Serai EIRD ROOMS AN LACES (D12)

The heroes go poking around the huddled old buildings,

PH stamped. Cinnabar dust swirled. It was only four  and they discover ...
weeks, and the sea seemed a distant memory. Poncho
quivered, huddled by the yellow mule. 1. The Buried Delicatessen: the place for fast

regeneration, healing, and limb replacement. A long
rest’s worth of recuperation in a single hour in a ka-
box is yours for 200 cash, while a newflesh arm or leg
can be grown in a day for 1000 cash. And full-body
rebuilds, too? Yes. But only for special service.

“Come on, Poncho, the probes weren’t that bad!”
“They used the red spoon! The red spoon!”

ENCOUNTERS IN THE SERAI (D8) 2.

Traders from the east, yellow or orange landers, smug
and satisfied. They offloaded their singwoods,

A room full of boxes of trading goods. There are
tentacles reaching out of one of them. Why are there
tentacles? And are those eyes? What is that squamous
packaged thing.

saffron, salt, silk and slaves. They are also toasted, 3. Just boxes. Boxes to the ceiling. Marked potatoes. And
being shadowed by a mind-burned thief, and their bulbs of light. Oh, behind it? Nothing. Definitely not
leader Mila Yaga has a map for the Behemoth Shell. an ancient sarcophagus of some lost barbarian king.
A weird cultist looks lumpy and misshapen, islooking 4. The whole room is filled with a crate much larger than
for a way to get more sculpting flesh to become more the door. There is not a deactivated space-time portal
like his idol, a toad-like lump of golden dry-coral. machine inside.

Three scruffy polybodies of Iron Pot 6-body were 5. A glassvatwith a sentient gelatinous ooze. It wants to
beaten up by an unknown assailant, and their access talk poetry and decontaminate the Last Serai.

slave unit stolen. They’re here to investigate 6. Six poly-body cases, each holding a ready-body.
revolutionary activities by a local Porcelain Prince, Damn, but the porcelains are prepared, aren’t they?
Angel 22-unity. 7. Two vertical vats with floating bodies. One of them is
Local urchins running around and playing ball, their crawling with vomish recombiners, held in check by
gangly limbs threaded with wires and bio-implants. the red-light fluid. The other thrashes now and again,
They sing, “Oh, oh, oh, everyone should know, the revolving its head demonically, the ultra ghost held
violet is violent and the spectrum is sneaky, and both back by the numinous blue-light fluid. What the ...
would trade without the tax man.” It’s just a popular 8. A small polybody intimate movie recording studio?
song going round. 9. The Chamber of Crystal Rebirth is completely stuffed
Sudden static alert as the Ignored Tower ramps up its with great prismatic crystals. This is where the
broadcast. Garbled voices echo through people’s Satraps upload copies of their leaders and chief
heads and spells misfire, as the locals scurry into thinkers, for on-site access and decision-making.
silent lead-lined rooms. Staying outside deals 1 point There must be dozens of minds stored in the crystals
of Wisdom damage per hour. Alert ends in 1d6 hours. ... perhaps they could store your backup, too? Or one
A scream. Out of a cupboard, a skeleton entangled in of the backups could be re-embodied?

fleshy rose-colored roots tumbles. Another victim of  10. Bones and tissue crunch underfoot, a graveyard, or a
the mysterious flower of power? fertilization chamber for a sentient Sunflower?

A static ghost flits in and out of existence, rambling  11. Skulls and bones. Ancient, ancient skulls and bones.
about the moon, the song, the fall. It is a soul trap, a Oddly sub-human. The original inhabitants of this
poorly designed wisp of the Ignored Tower. place?

Four hooded personal protection necroamblers 12. The walls are covered in odd, half-forgotten lyrics,

hustle the satrap 57 into a private meeting pod,
shortly thereafter a fruit vendor explodes in a shower
of gore. The princes and satraps are unconcerned.
Static overload, they say.

“Goodbye, Gemini! Apollo, my sun lord. Reach for the
heavens, draw the dark apart. Behold, a new hope.”
Lots of nonsense, really.
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CHIEFS, NPCs AND HOOKS (D10)

1.

Angel 22-unity is a nice, rich, militantly bigoted
polybody in luxurious opal masks, with large interests
in the cherenkov cherry trade and an autarkic
inclination. The Angel unity has read old fiches and
now fervently believes that the Near Moon hides a
means of transporting the Harmonium Rods to the
Porcelain Citadel. It does not.

Lacquer Stone 4-body is an old work-horse polybody
that keeps the Last Serai running and manages the
Black Helmet 60-plurality servitor. Unimaginative, a
stickler, and fastidious in repaying services. Still
remembers the days before the Lands reclaimed the
Circle Sea. Might want to escape there.

Black Helmet 60o-plurality servitor is the polybody
mechanic-cum-police force of the Last Serai. Most of
its bodies are no longer even human, its jet face
masks reminiscent of eerie bunches of flowers. It
might be mind-burned or neurally bonded to Lacquer
Stone 4-body. It does not like this.

Pooki is the chief of the Violet City mission. A pure,
white fluffy cat, with eerie golden eyes. Pooki is
counting the days until she can return to the citadel
and the clockwork mice and the ambrosial milks of
the Giving Cow. Pooki wouldn’t mind one last big
deal to brag about.

Mook is the tough and nimble half-orc friend of
Pooki. Mook is surprisingly tough, smart, and is not
mind-controlled. Mook just really loves cats after a
childhood growing up in the streets of the Metropolis.

Electrum Merdon-9 is a roguish polybody drawn to
metal masks and experimenting with forbidden
spectrum light-golem technology. This will get him
killed someday. Until then, he will pay people to bring
him satrap technologies and light magics.

Satrap 250 is a morass of tentacles in an over-tight
suit of deepest blue. It can replace missing limbs for
you and has a fascination with octopi. It dreams of
visiting a great Octopus’ Garden under the surface of
the Steppe.

Satrap 117 is a cog-and-gear enhanced hulk, straining
the synthskin of its green suit, the glass bubble filled
with sparkles. It seems a boring satrap, focused on
logistics, but it is also the local military attaché and
has a lethally violent streak ten miles wide. It
wouldn’t mind an opportunity to kick out the
Porcelains, but they are too numerous here,
particularly that enhanced feral Black Helmet.

10.

©2018 LUKA REJEC WWW.WIZARDTHIEFFIGHTER.COM

Basil of Planet is an uncanny green man of indefinite
age, withdrawn and of sour demeanour. He is the
chief biomancer of the Buried Delicatessen and a
member of a weird cult that awaits the coming of the
Crystalline Seed.

The Delicate Seer is a giant mass of human source
code, the head enlarged, floating like a fetus in a
synthetic egg below the Final Embassy. The Satraps
discovered it, and have been trying to figure out if
there is some use to it. Can it actually foretell the
future? It can, but badly. Still - it can provide flashes
of tele-empathic insight that give a advantage in
some half-useful situation.
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9.The Way Stone Graveyard

Larger by far than the Ignored Tower, a crumbling green
obelisk rises from the bare bedrock, exposed by millennial
storms lashing the tired earth. Surrounded by wrinkled
iron husks and a veritable graveyard of Long Long Ago
machine creatures.

Weather: A constant dry rust storm swirls about the mile-
high mass of the obelisk, whipping up cutting winds for
three days’ journey in each direction. Rain is alien to this
region, and even when the sun drags itself above the dark
haze at 10 a.m, its light remains red and desultory in the
metallic air.

Misfortune strikes with iron regularity here (Charisma
DC 2ds, roll d6):

1. asharpiron fragment blinds one eye, this will require
serious medical attention or a Lesser Restoration dust-
spirit injunction.

2. 1d4 supplies worth of water lost to a freak desiccating
gust incident.

3. shard of the Dark Mirror lodged in one eye, letting
the hero always see the worst in people. Sort of like a
permanent Detect nastiness ability that won’t turn off.
Curse removal recommended.

4. booming rust storm flenses caravan and leaves
ringing in the ears. Lose 1d4 days.

5. 1dé pieces of metal equipment rust beyond use. Even
magical items rust in this area.

6. stumble and cut self on the weathered grave of a
machine folk hero, taking 1d8 damage from an
ancient weapon. The grave contains porcelain eyes
worth 1d6 x 100 cash and a magic, un-rusting weapon.
It has no other power. It just never rusts.

DIRECTIONS

West, Fallen Umber (trail, a week): keep the Stone at your
back and you will reach the dead kingdom of Umber.

North-west, South-Facing Passage (rough steppe, 3
weeks): a long journey leads to the high steppe of the great
passage.

North, Death-Facing Passage (rough steppe, 2 weeks): a
broken chaos of rubble mounds and hills that might once
have been the halls of giants leads to the grim passage.
Don’t look South once you reach it!

East, The Last Serai (trail, a week): the safety of the
Porcelain Princes outpost is near. Copper to your face,
verdigris to your back, and you shall reach it.
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ENCOUNTERS (D6)

1. rushing through the rust, feeding on static charge,
shaking the very ground, is the great machine wyrm
(AC 18, HD 12, terrifying). It rumbles on dozens of
jointed, bladed legs, like some kind of rattling 100-
foot centipede. The ground shakes under its stride
and the glow of source-of-machines from within it
whets the appetites of greedy fools. The machine
wyrm is not hostile and generally ignores little meat-
sacks, but it is rumored to be full of valuable gems. An
individual wyrm actually contains 1d10o x 100 cash
worth of rare gems. A hazardous gamble for taking on
a truly lethal creature, wreathed in lightning, with an
elephant-swallowing maw and a hundred bladed
limbs.

2. a swaying cross between a centipede, a gazebo and a
beautiful youth, the dispenser of wisdom (AC 17, HD
7, demanding) is a mind-burned demented machine
that offers unsought for advice, demanding payment
in return. Armed with heat rays, it can be insistent.
Its fee is (roll d6): 1: a song, 2: shoes, 3: flesh, 4: gold, 5:
your wounds (it heals them), 6: a bone from a living
body.

3. zombie machines (AC 17, HD 4, undying) dragging
themselves, half-alive through the rust, repeating old
manoeuvres. They are (roll d6): 1-3: senseless worker
creatures trying to harvest peaches or thresh wheat,
4-5: growling guard units, patrolling a territory, but
not fundamentally hostile, 6: deadly assassin
machines, hiding in rust drifts or playing dead with
glinting cut glass gems in their metal hands. If a
defeated zombie machine makes a save, it reanimates
again at full health after 1d6 rounds.

4. aband of riders, hard-faced, with old dustland masks.
Their biomantically enhanced horses give nothing
away, but the butts of glass rifles and the ebon hafts
of their lances suggest they are not to be trifled with.
They refuse to talk, but shadow strangers carefully to
ascertain their strength. They may be ultra-possessed.

5. two great satrap clock wagons, swaying serenely,
attended by their mirror-faced guards. They carry
lovely loads of prisms and many-colored shift-silks.

6. a very well provisioned party, led by a bespectacled
dwarf, a golden-masked rogue polybody, and flame-
haired RDC twins in biomech cool-suits searching for
the tomb of a machine named ‘The Dragon Also Rises.”
They are quite candid about their goals, and how
much they could make with it in the SD Metropolis
Museum. They have maps, they claim.
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POINTS OF INTEREST

Oasis of Mirrors (+1 day, 100 XP): under a hill carved with
scenes of industry and labor by some lost people, the oasis
makes for a common caravan stop. Most of the permanent
inhabitants and resident archaeologists will gladly point
out to visitors that they shouldn’t visit the old metal
bunker under the hill by daylight. An array of living-metal
mirrors on the hill focus the light of the sun through a
series of corridors, excavating a pointless pit into the
heart of the ground. Fools have in the past tried to remove
the living-metal mirrors, but it turned out these were
living-metal golems (AC 20, HD 6+6, liquid), and best left
alone. Nothing of value remains in the bunker.

Column of Dead Beetles (+d4 days, 200 XP): the carcasses
of hundreds, perhaps thousands, of giant metal beetles lie
in eight neat rows, arrayed like an army ready for war,
snaking through and between sixteen hill-sized eroded
basalt cylinders. In many places, drifts of rust and dust
have covered the column, but still it remains - mute
testament to some forgotten machine Queen. Some later-
day nomads used the metal carcasses as coffins, and here
and there crude golden jewelry worth 1d20 x 10 cash can
be found on a withered body. Some of it may be cursed,
and there are reports of a pack of uneasy dead roaming
the column at night.

The Tomb of The Dragon Also Rises (+4 days, 1d6 x 100
XP): almost rusted away, the stubs of three great spiraling
arms of chromium and indium marked the Mercury Lake
of the tomb. Now many foot deep drifts of rust and dust
cover the lake of pure mercury, and careless creatures
wading into it might suffocate of dust inhalation (but they
wouldn’t drown in the mercury, unless they were denser
than lead. Yes, lead floats in mercury) or mercury
poisoning. Access to the Tomb seems impossible without
some kind of key, or a massive mercury siphoning
operation. On the other hand, it would be quite simply to
harvest a few glass bottles of mercury (at 6 x 1d100 cash
each, not a bad option). What lies in the Tomb? Who
knows.

The Crystal Flower (+2 days, 120 XP): in a bowl-shaped
depression ringed by eroded monoliths rise thousands of
rust-red many-jointed, delicate pylons. In the heart of the
great array is a crystalline flower, 70 meters tall and
glistening like a dew drop on a cold autumn morning.
Visitors have scrawled their names in the rust and taken
souvenirs from the dead-rusted pylons, but still - every
day at midday heavily corroded, ribbon-decked spidery
biomechanics (AC 15, HD 4, surprisingly fast) emerge
from their subterranean lairs to lubricate and polish the
great flower. The biomechanics are harmless unless the
flower is approached, and many visitors tie prayer ribbons
to them. Local wanderers call them the clock-setters.
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The Abbey of the Caretakers (+d8 days, 100 XP): well off
the beaten rock path of the dry rock rise six tusks carved
out of a single mountain, watertraps honey-combed
through their upper surfaces. Cableways and ropeways
link the abbey chambers, 200 meters above the rock base.
Smooth-worn steps
carved into the red
sandstone lead to
the aerial troglodyte
abbey where the
pale caretakers
chant the Memories
of Maintenance and
pray to the
Departed Machine.
Webbed with
traceries of fine
wire and inherited
biomechanum, the
sky-faced Abbess
channels the song of
the body electric.
Visitors are
sometimes
welcome, but never
comfortable.

The Cauldron of the

Revitalized Divinity (+dio days, 300 XP): deep in a
veritable maze of rust-and-fordite agglomerations, some
rare wanderers speak of a great cauldron of shifting metal
sand and living colors. It is true, it is there. An autofac,
half-mad with age, it crawls through it’s rainbow garden,
trying to repair servitors and grander things. It has a 45%
chance of repairing any machine whatsoever, but a 5%
chance of turning it into a mad abomination bred with a
loathing of its ‘masters’ (AC 18, HD 9, cold, calculating and
cruel). The maze is stalked by odd metal gazelles and a
hive of enhanced ghoul centipedes (AC 12, HD 2, swarm,
paralytic).

The Mausoleum of the Wire (+3 days, 80XP): a long slab of
cliff-face, 700 meters long and 20 meters high, was
smoothed and polished to a high sheen, and pocked with
thousands of small niches preserving the wire-and-
clockwork enhanced feet and soles of the worshippers of a
machine ascendancy. Encased in grown-crystal, most of
the soles have been long-since stolen as souvenirs, and the
mausoleum remains, more than anything, a souvenir to
the terrible danger homophones pose to literal-minded
cults. Occasionally a sentient dust-red bear named
Ottokar is seen here. It sometimes sighs and sings sad
songs, or talks of days gone by. It is wise.
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10. The Death-Facing Passage

A sharp, artificial canyon runs rough but true North-West
towards the Grass Colossus. The rough crags and cinder
dunes, all lit from behind by the glare of the static ghosts,
are littered with reminders to not turn back: the flickering
soul-echoes of travelers seduced by the siren song of the
Ignored Tower’s Face of Death. Travelers say not every
look at the tower from this angle will bring death, but
travelers prefer not to try. Four or five days along the
passage, after a landslide, the Face is mercifully obscured.

The upland above the canyon is a pandemonium of
shattered rock and odd twists of stuck-force coated in
millennia’s worth of dirt and grime. Sages stroke their
beards, but even they cannot agree on what might have
been the cause of this hellish scape.

Warning: the Death-Facing Passage is very dangerous,
and many travelers journey with great hoods or safety
hats, so they may not look higher than the ground and
catch sight of the Face of Death by accident.

Weather: At night the flickering soul-echoes and static
ghosts set up a constant rumbling roar, while the sun only
creeps above the ultraviolet wall at 10 a.m. Temperatures
in the canyon are surprisingly balmy, sometimes even hot.

Misfortune is a constant threat in this terrible, sad place
(Charisma DC 3ds, roll d6):

1. the hero caught sight of the Face of Death. Their body
is translated into a salty burn shadow and a flickering
soul-echo of their existence remains suspended in the
air. Nothing short of a Wishful Dream or Wish can
restore them, for their human essence has been
ripped into the shreds of the Ignored Tower’s
distortion. Singed possessions and belongings
remain, tossed as by a grim tide.

2. nasty concussion from walking head-down into an
unexpected arch of salt (Lose 1dé hp and 1dé
Intelligence).

3. broken leg from stumbling over a scree pile. Still,
better than looking on the Face of Death (Lose 1d8
and 1dé6 Str and Dex).

4. pack animal caught in the gaze of the Face of Death.
It’'s gone now, all the goods it carried singed, but still
about half-salvageable.

5. thick haze-storm obscures the Face of Death, making
travel easier, though the smog plays havoc on the
lungs (Gain 1d4 days, but lose 1d4 hp).

6. strap, belt, thong, shoe-lace or other tie snaps at the
worst moment, and in the fall a fragile object breaks.
If the hero has no fragile objects, then they packed
well and get through intacto.
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DIRECTIONS

North, Grass Colossus (steppe, a week): finally safe from
the horrid visage and the static ghosts, the rugged
canyons collapse once more into the steppe and end
eventually at the nomads’ holy site.

North-West, Long Ridge (steppe, 2 weeks): the rocks sink
into the root-matted soil and the grass thickens into that
endless sea of grass that is the true UV grassland.

West, South-Facing Passage (steppe, 2 weeks): the
desolate badlands give way to the ravaged high steppe of
the South-facing

passage.

South-East, The
Last Serai
(canyon, 4 weeks):
only the most
desperate of fools
would try to travel
back, towards the
Last Serai. Why ?

ENCOUNTERS
(Dé)

1. Radiation
ghosts of a
family of
troglodytes,
their spark-
dead eyes
accusing,
lead to a
shelter (+1 day, stock-piled with sugar-filled bottles
and cans of poisonous tubers, as well as a cache of
indigo ivories worth 1d8 x 100 cash). The shelter is
wreathed in a toxic miasma (Con save 3dé or
poisoned).

2. Soldier swarm of blind ceramic ants (AC 13, HD 1-1,
acid bite) probe wanderers for weakness and food.

3. Static ghosts of a procession of wailing locust
pilgrims in an eerie haze, their cacophony deals 1d4
Wisdom damage every minute. Anyone who’s
Wisdom drops to 7 or less understands that they
should turn to look at the Face of Death.

4. Animated salty burn shadows crawl along the rocks
and walls, harmless but supplicating.

5. Flickering soul-echoes of mongooses and snakes.

6. Blind passage lizards hunting fat copper grubs.
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POINTS OF INTEREST
Why are you doing this? This place is a terrifying hell!

Exposed Pueblo (+1 day, 300 XP): some great antediluvian
disaster swept aside the protections of this ancient village,
exposing it to the Face of Death. The entire village is thick
with flickering static ghosts and salt burns. By night, a
dense ectoplasmic memory of the dead accumulates in the
hollows and halls, tempting visitors to go look at the green
light that just appeared on the south horizon (Wisdom
save DC 3dé or go look at the Face). Every hour of
searching reveals 1d6 x 50 cash worth of ancient and
modern goods and treasures, scattered about the pueblo.

The Disaster of the Ivory
Army (+2 days, 200 XP): a
great stuck-force lens glitters
over a long ago fortress of
stone and bone build in a deep
canyon shaped like a
redlander helmet. Water
vapor accumulates around the
aerial lens, and when the light
and temperature and
humidity are just right, it
suddenly reflects the Face of
Death into the vale. An ivory
plaque mounted in the flank
of the fortress records the
disaster that befell the army
stationed there. Who did the
army belong to? Who knows.

Vault of the Lost Ultras [?]
(+1d8 days, 450 XP): curling
like a worm, at the end of a
branching madness of side
canyons, a wind-swept
plateau opens on the north
flank of a dead volcano, the
Face gone from view. Carved
into the tuff is a great square
maw, and in that maw a door
of ancient livingstone, still
half-sentient. Behind it is a
lost world of five interlinked
chambers eaten out of the
mountain, of glowing lumin
trees, pendulous rare fruits,
servant monkey spiders
suckling at the teats of milk
trees and egg mass caskets.
The livingstone homes, halls
and odd temple-tree-theatres
of whoever built this place are
overgrown in lilies and vines
and mushrooms. Visitors can

©2018 LUKA REJEC WWW.WIZARDTHIEFFIGHTER.COM

stay as along as they like, but fiddling with the vault may
provoke a threat response (Cha save DC 2dé every hour of
active interaction). A mind-linked autonomous swarm
(AC 10, HD 1-1, drone) of servant birds, spores, and
dogheaded semi-humanoids awakens if the sanctity of the
vault is threatened. They make use of soporific (Con save
DC 3d6) and necrotic (Con save DC 3d6, liquefy soft
tissues) poisons. If the threat increases, a telepathic
miasma (Wis save DC 3dé) is added to the mix and all the
lumin trees, except those leading to the exit, go dark. Any
of the wonders here may be extracted by a patient and
careful explorer (Int check DC 2d8), and are worth 2d10 x
100 cash each.
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11. The South-Facing Passage

Rough, high steppe country, torn by the tracks of
prehistoric behemoths, but relatively safe. The journey
from the Grass Colossus to the Behemoth Shell will
interest every gentle-person naturalist.

Due west the rounded humps of great cedar-shaded hills
rise, but the caravan trails bypass them.

Weather: The far western sun only pulls away from the
nictating membrane of the night around 10.30 a.m. The
thin air of the high steppe whistles, and flecks of grit-like
snow are not unknown even in summer nights.

Misfortune is unlikely in this bucolic region (Charisma
DC 2d4):

horrible blisters (limping),

saddle sores (-1d4 hp),

picked up lenticular worms,

one slot of supplies lost to ravenous rodents,

lit a campfire on top of an enormous deposit of
methane-rich ‘deposits’ left by some gargantuan
herbivore (Dex DC 2d10 or lose 1d10 hp),

6. found a wonderful little oasis, full of delicious fish
and black light lotus (+1d4 Cha for a week, get a
week’s worth of rest, lose 1d6 days).

RIS

DIRECTIONS

North-West, Serpent Stone (steppe, 2 weeks): the white
grass is endless, and this small stone formation marks a
rare waypoint.
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North, Long Ridge (steppe, a week): that endless sea of
grass that is the true UV grassland.

North-East, Grass Colossus (steppe, 2 weeks): an easy, if
slow, trek to the holy site.

East, Death-Facing Passage (steppe, 2 weeks): the rubble
canyons do not beckon.

South-East, Way Stone Graveyard (rough steppe, 3
weeks): a long, safe journey leads into the rusted waste of
the Machine Graveyard.

South, Fallen Umber (steppe, a week): the dead kingdom
of Umber and its browntree-lined gullies.

South-West, Behemoth (steppe, 2 weeks): the mountain-
sized calcite corpse of behemoth is a known landmark.

ENCOUNTERS (D6)

1. A small herd of grazing lesser behemoths (AC 15, HD
20, majestic) pulling their semi-levitant bodies along
with their long hooked limbs.

2. Feral steppe wolf-hound pack ranging through the
long grass.

3. Great herd of ash-and-dun antelopes, with scimitar
horns and fine muscled flanks.

4. Herd of wild horses, strong and epic.

5. Small band of merchant-nomads with their flocks of
sheep, herds of riding antelopes and steppe goods:
leathers, tools, furs and dried meats.

6. Great Folk raiding patrol from the Behemoth Shell.
Wary and nervous, they finger long rifles as they ride
their bone-work steeds.

55



THE ULTRAVIOLET GRASSLAND & THE BLACK CITY

POINTS OF INTEREST

The Bone Mines of Moy Sollo (+2 days, 80 XP): a series of
exposed ridges have been exposed by eons of sun and
wind as the ribs of some mythic serpent. For ageless years
more long-limbed behemoths came to this spot, like
moths to a flame, to lay down their bone-armored corpses.
Long ago ancestors of the Great Folk found this place and
their culture hero, Moy Sollo, built the foundation of their
wealth upon the great slave-cut mines dug into the great
bones, following the veins of rock ivory. Great Folk scouts
keep watch, but now it is depleted ivory veins and a
personality reassembly disease that keep would be miners
at bay. The disease is real (Con DC 2d4, check for every full
day of mining) and caused by ancient spirit dusts released
from the old serpent bones. It manifests as a slow but
steady dulling of the personality (in game terms, the
character’s mental stats reduce and increase until they
average out, rounding down). A day’s mining produces
1d4 x 50 cash of valuable ivory scales and cores.

The Gentle Mile (+1 day, 100 XP): a famous meadow,
dotted with peach trees and riven by two brooks,
immortalized in the poem Three Frogs Marching to Infinity,
it spreads on the southern slope of a long-eroded ziggurat
of mammoth proportions. There were great caverns and
megadungeons within the ziggurat, but they are now all
flooded and looted, only loose coppers, bones and
primitive remains left. An eerie aura of peace reigns over
the meadow, and violence is difficult there.

Puce House (+3 days, 100 XP): surrounded by the remains
of an epic bone circle and shaded by sturdy dryland coral-
bonded dwarf pines, Puce House is the site of an odd
alliance, between a porcelain prince polybody pine-
mancer or pine wizard, and a spectrum satrap soma
distiller. The Great Folk feel protective of them, and
maintain a small patrol here, but the true guardian of
Puce House is rumored to be a bone-worked behemoth.
The rumors are true - the bone circle are the behemoth
appendages (AC 14, HD 7, each bone appendage is a
remote bone-worm drone). On the other hand, Puce
House is a good place to stock up on fine woods and black
light lotus schnapps.

Expenses: 10 cash per week to stay in the fine rooms.

Wandering Behemoth (+1d6 days, 200 XP): finally, in the
distance, a living wandering behemoth! Since the days of
the Great Ride few come this far north, but this one seems
to have a full canopy. Phytomancers would give their front
plant extensions for a chance to hang out with one of
these!
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12. Fallen Umber

Beyond the Way Stone the steppe continues, flat,
tasteless, tone-deaf. The caravan trails have carved a route
down to the bedrock, and at a long-dry gully buttresses of
gently crumbling livingstone still attest to the long-lost
land of Umber, once grown rich on the local deposits of
titanic biomatter, which supported a thriving chitin-cap
agro-industrial aristocracy.

“Brrr, this dull place, it eats at the soul,” said DW.
“Agreed, nothing to loot,” replied PH.

Weather: The weather is unusually mild and calm for the
steppes, and though the sun rises from the growing haze
at only 10.30 a.m., it merely creates a pleasant feeling of
decline and fall.

Misfortune strikes the weak-willed (Wisdom DC 2d6):

1. A spell or memory disappears into the dead land (lose

one known spell or skill permanently, or until a

Restoration is used).

Dry, flaky rash strikes hard (-1d4 Charisma).

1d4 slots of supplies lost to the dust.

Chitin-cap spores infected a steed, laming it.

Lost in the dull, repetitive land. Have you walked past

that abandoned village before? Maybe? (-1d4 days)

6. Rested in a peaceful farming village, but it turned out
to be a ghostly echo of the Times of the Liberated Serf
Dictatorship (lose 1 day and 1d4 supplies).

Vi AW

DIRECTIONS

West, Behemoth Shell (trail, a week): tough grasses
reclaim the brown land and the calcite husks of
behemoths dot the way to the greatest shell of all.

North, South-facing Passage (steppe, a week): the brown
lands fade imperceptibly into the greyish-green of the
high steppe.

East, Way Stone Graveyard (trail, a week): the great green
obelisk clearly marks the still lands of the Machine
Graveyard.
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ENCOUNTERS (D6)

1. A hulk of this fallen land (AC 18, HD 6, ravenous)
scavenging for protein to feed to its mushroom
masters in the ruins of a chitin farm.

2. Animated chitin armors (AC 16, HD 2, half-lost)
stumbling around the perimeter of a tumbled Great
House. They are dull and no danger.

3. Pack of hybrid prairie dogs hunting a grazing flock of
ochre rabbit-pigs.

4. A ghostly caravan bearing bundles of archaic goods. If
followed long enough, they may sell some of their
time-dilated goods, which become solid when blood
touches them.

5. Band of itinerant chitin foragers with grubby caps
and foul-minded mules.

6. Family of Great Folk merchant-hunters with several
bone-work golem wagons.
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POINTS OF INTEREST

Hall of the Umber King (+1 day, 100 XP): crumbling
livingstone arches and colossi sheathed in festering
growths of chitin-cap and other incredible fungoid art
flowers reveal the lost glory of Fallen Umber. Blossoms
and sparkling spores float through the slow air, and under
the dry decay a scent of spices and incense lingers, smell
ghosts of a golden age. Dilettante artists come here to sigh
upon the folly of humanity, while perfumists send
harvesters to collect the ancient spores. Crumbled
chambers and tunnels of odd fungi are marked with
warnings in several languages, but still mind-emptied
husks wander about, sustained on the perfume in the air
for months until they eventually dry out into perfect
substrates for more rainbow-colored fungoids.

The Azure Garden (+2 days, 150 XP): a geodesic dome of
livingstone marks one of the last stands of Fallen Umber,
where the Dynasty of the Slumbering Green used massive
biomantic rituals to reactivate the titanic biomatter and
create a renewable source of fuel for their azure-strand
chitin-caps. The attempt failed and the Dynasty eventually
fell to a massive uprising of their tertiary servant caste,
but in the centuries since the mutated offspring of the
azure-strands have colonized the bones of the great dome,
creating a hanging garden of susurrating azure fungoids.
Hybrid sweet-fleshed rodents now tend to these ancient,
sun-processing fungal colonies.

Erosion of War (+4 days, 260 XP): three great fungoid
vome autofacs, odd, alien, colorful and sessile, rise like
tetrahedrist villages above a small valley. Now, the
mindless or mad colony organisms strip their
environment to produce crawling and clattering warrior-
creatures that march towards each other to fight, struggle
and die. Every night scavenger organisms foray out to the
battlefield to retrieve scrap and resources to refashion
into new warriors. The mindless war has continued for
many years and the tramping feet of troops have carved
the entire triangular forty meter deep valley from the dun
bedrock.

The Stele of the Pierced Blossom (+5 days, 300 XP): far
beyond the beaten track some odd wanderer placed a
massive stele, a thousand tons or more of garnet gneiss,
inscribed with a mawkish poem about a blossom in love
with herself, plucked to adorn a noble’s dining jacket in
her unique beauty, where she wilted and died alone. The
words and glyphs are cut deep and utterly flawlessly, but
more amazingly, the long-form poem is reproduced in
seven languages, including the odd patterns that some call
the Black City Alphabet. Studying the stele for several
weeks, or at least procuring reproductions of the stele, is
one of the better ways to comprehend (if not speak) the
odd languages of the steppe.
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13. Long Ridge

On the way to the Serpent’s Stone the grasslands fold

back and forth on themselves, like sinuous serpents //‘) ScrCn
undulate under the coating of ash-white grasses, waving / FLice .
in the gentle breezes. Little steppe rodents nibble at the

Hore FLies.

air, great eagles circle overhead, and for once, little trace
of the disgusting remnants of the Long Long Ago are
seen.

“The guidebook says this place gets dust flies in
springtime,” noted Poncho.

“Like midges?” asked DW.
“No, these ones suck blood.”
“Don’t midges?”

“Not all of them.”

“Hubh, fancy that.”

Weather: The sun creeps above the dusty haze at 10.30
a.m. and the sky is silvery-pale in the dry heat of the open
steppe. By night it is very cold.

Misfortune, constant companion (Con DC 10): DIRECTIONS

Water runs out in the empty land (-2 supplies).
Sudden snow storm (-1d4+1 days).

Swarming blood-sucking flies (-1 Con).

Abandoned rodent warren snaps a steed’s leg. Oops.
Restful grove with beautiful spring. Oh, wait, the
spring water was contaminated with the effluvia of
Ultra ghosts (lose 1 day and 1 supplies in a
hallucinated fug).

6. A random weapon or armor fell off the danged pack
animal. Back over there. Somewhere. It’s gone now in
the sea of grass.

sea of grass continues, swallowing the trails.

RIS

site of the lime nomads.

steppe rises gently, a dusty, dun frontier.

ENCOUNTERS (D6)

burrowing).

West, Serpent Stone Marker (steppe, a week): the endless

East, Grass Colossus (trail, a week): the great, grassy holy

South, South-facing Passage (steppe, a week): the high

1.  Vomish hunter-killer serpents (AC 14, HD 2, fast,

2. Herd of dark ghost gazelles (AC 12, HD 3, hive mind),

patrolling against vomish incursion.

3. Burner golems of wicker and sedge (AC 11, HD 1+1,

; , jumping) sent by some bush wizard or other.
? ) 4. Herd of wild cattle, mighty horned and enigmatic.
R _ 5. Cultists covered in mosses and dust, meditating on
~ s ) P '\,, the white grass and grazing on manna.
T P e ) 85 ) 6. Small caravan of (roll d6): (1) lime nomads with flocks

of wooly sheep, (2) great folk with bone-work tools
i and beads, (3) spectrum satraps in a great six-footer,

) T R e ”'—”‘;*‘?~.A,£f:~_: (4) hostile and scruffy yellowlanders with
’ O T :}m\ i = "’“\_\7\”“ burdenbeasts and saffrons, (5) enigmatic half-elves
= "'@ﬁy?{iv _ R with empty eyes and hollow laughs, (6) cowled little
L :;1'_. 1 people whipping two-legged burdenbirds.
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POINTS OF INTEREST

Grass Circles (+1d3 days, 80 XP): ornate circles and whorls
appear overnight in this area. None of the local nomads or
travelers seems to know or care what it is. Some of them
even suggest it’s just ‘crazy kids’, when it is obvious that it
is higher powers trying to communicate. It is, in fact, a
group of ‘kids’. Ultra-posessed abmortal kids trying to
summon the Spirit in the Sky. It will never work. The
Spirit in the Sky does not listen.

Copper Cairn (+2 days, 70 XP): glistening on a lonely
tumulus, a cairn entirely of green-hued copper nodules
stands, mute testament to some long-gone queen or
merchant - who could tell? Curse markers warn of death
(the curses of the splitting of bones and the melting of
eyes are true enough, and still strong). Bones, shards and
smears are also testament to a curse-maddened vomish
autofac beneath the cairn, spewing out rubber
bioenhanced wormsnakes (AC 13, HD 2, spitting). There
are 40 slots of copper in the cairn, worth 400 cash each.
But the curse is real, and who knows what is actually in
the cairn?
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The Sky Tower (+3 days, 100 XP): the very grass tinges
blue as it creeps up the sloping flanks of the sky tower. The
tower itself erupts, a sharp pinnacle of blue glass that ends
in a great, translucent platform. The ghost of a sky-gazer
lives there and answers questions about the still and the
moving stars, but knows nothing about the passage of
time and aeons. Crude visitors have chipped and scarred
the tower with their names, but some aura of respect
keeps vandals at bay.

Fallen Feast Hall (+2 days, 2d6 x 10 XP): the stone and
glass pillars of an ancient feast hall from long, long ago
stand next to a deep pool. The water is rainbow-colored
and euphoria-inducing, filled with the product of some
still-churning subterrene autofac. Odd farmers of wood
and sinew wander about, the harmless products of some
kind of abmortal bioengineering. They grow tasteless
tubers and fat grubs.
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14. Behemoth Shell

What were these things? These mountain-sized calcite
encrusted things that suspended themselves on levitation
lenses and drifted and dragged themselves along the
surface? Sages speculate that demiurges might have used
them to sculpt the world, to deiform it closer to some
divine ideal they might have had.

Most are gone. The logarithmically multi-spiralled shell of
one slumps here, a lumpy, curling mountain, like a cross
between a sea urchin and a great conch. The satraps may
claim it, but truly, it belongs to the Great Folk who live
upon and in it, scurrying like lice within its ageless bulk.

Weather: By night the winds are cold, but when the sun
emerges from the creeping dark at 11:00 a.m. the
temperature quickly rises. The harsh steppe clime is
ameliorated by the bulk of the shell, with pine woods and
smal